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COLONEL FOUGÀS, 



CHAPTER I. 



IN WHICH THEY KILL THE FATTED CALF, AND 
CELEBBATE THE RETCRN OF THE MODEL SON. 



On the 18th of May, 1859, M. Renault, 
formerly a professor of Physics and 
Chemistry, but then a landed proprietor 
at Fontainebleau, and a member of the 
municipal council of that charming little 
town, posted the following letter himself, 
directed to — 
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" M. Léon Renault, 

" Post-office, 

" Berlin, 

" Prussia. 
" Mt deae Son, — 

" The good news you hâve sent us 
from St. Petersburg has caused us the 
greatest pleasure. Your poor mother 
has been an invalid ail the winter, 
though I did not mention this before, for 
fear of making you anxious. I myself 
hâve not been very brisk, and a third 
person, whose name you may possibly 
guess at, has also been pining for a sight 
of you. But make your mind easy, dear 
Léon, we hâve ail recovered our health and 
spirits since the date of your return has 
been settled. We are now beginning to 
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realise that the Ural Mines will not en- 

gulph our darling. Grôd be praised ! 

^^ • 

This fortune you hâve so quickly and so 
honourably aequired will not, after ail, cost 
you your health, if it # is true thaï you hâve 

really grown stout in the désert, as you 

» 

tell us. We shall not die wjithout having 
onee more embraced our son. So much 
the worse for you if ail your affairs yonder 
are îlot fully completed, for we hâve ail 
three sworn that you shall never go back. 
You will not find obédience a hard task, 
at least that is Clementina's opinion — oh, 
I forgot, I did not mean to mention her 
name. Master Bonnivet, our excellent 
neighbour, has not contented himself with 
simply investing your capital on good 
securities, he has also employed his leisure 
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moments in drawing up a very touching 
little document which only awaits your 
signature. Our worthy Mayor has ordered 
a new scarf from Paris in honour of your 
arrivai. It is to be donned for the first 
time for your benefit. Your apartment 
— which will soon belong to both of you — 
is furnished to suit your présent means. 
It is — but the bouse has been so altered 
within the last three years that any descrip- 
tion would only mystify you. M. Audret, 
the architect of the Impérial Château, has 
superintended the work, and has insisted 
upon building me a laboratory worthy of 
Thénard or Duprez. It was useless to 
protest against it, and to say that I was no 
longer good for anything, since my cele- 
brated treatise on the condensation of gas 
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has never advanced any further than the 
f ourth chapter. Your mother sided with 
iihis old scamp of a f riend, and from hence- 
forth science possesses a temple in our 
dwelling, a regular * witch shop,' to use a 
graphie saying of old Bridget's. Nothing 
is wanting, not even a steam engine of 
4-horse power. What shall I do with it ? 
Alas ! I trust, however, ail this expense will 
not be quite thrown away as far as others 
are concerned. You are notgoing to sleep 
upon your laurels surely? Ah, if I hàd 
only had your means when I was your âge ! 
I should hâve devoted my days entirely to 
science, instead of wasting them upon a 
parcel of young fools, who only made use 
of my lectures to read Paul de Kock's 
novels. I should hâve been ambitious. I 
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should hâve liked to attach my name to 
the discovery of some gênerai principle, or,, 
at the least, to the invention of some useful 
instrument. It is too late, now. My eyea 
are weary, and my brain refuses work. 

" Your turn now my boy ! You are only 
twenty-five, the TJral Mines hâve f urnished 
you with the means of living in comfort. 
You want nothing more for yourself , and 
the time has corne to work for the good of 
the human race. This is the highest wish, 
and the most earnest hope of your old 
father, who loves you and awaits you with 
open arms. 

" L. Renault. 

" P.S. — By my reckoning, this letter 
ought to reach Berlin two or three days 
before you. You will already hâve seen in 
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the papers of the 7th inst. the death of 
the celebrated Humboldt, an unspeakable 
loss to science and huinanity. 

" I hâve had the honour of writing to that 
great man several times during my life, 
and he condescended to reply to me by a 
letter which I hâve religiously kept. If 
you had a chance of buying sorae mémento 
of him, a manuscript in his hand- writing, 
orsome trifle from his collections, you 
would give me great pleasure." 

A month after the departure of this letter 
the anxiously expected son made his ap- 
pearance under the parental roof. M. and 
Mdme. Renault, who went to the station 
to meet him, found him grown, developed 
and improved in every respect. To say 
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the truth, he was by no means a remarkable 
young man, but had a good pleasant coun- 
tenance. Léon Bénault was a type of a 
fair, plump, and well-made man of médium 
height. His soft voice and silky beard re- 
vealed a nature refined rather thanpowerful. 
A very white throat, so rounded as to be 
almost féminine, contrasted strangely with 
a tanned and weather-beaten face. His 
teeth were good, very small,rather curving 
inwards, and not at ail pointed. When he 
took ofE his gloves he showed two small 
square hands, firm to the touch, softenough, 
neither warm nor cold, neither dry nor 
moist, but pleasant to feel, and kept with 
the greatest care. 

Such as he was, his father and mother 
would not hp^^fifcchanged him for the 
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the truth, he was by no means a remarkable 
young man, but had a good pleasant coun- 
tenance. Léon Renault was a type of a 
fair, plump, and well-made man of médium 
height. His soft voice and silky beard re- 
vealed a nature refined rather thanpowerful. 
A very white throat, so rounded as to be 
almost féminine, contrasted strangely with 
a tanned and weather-beaten face. His 
teeth were good, very small, rather curving 
inwards, and not at ail pointed. When he 
took off his gloves he showed two small 
square hands, firm to the touch, softenough, 
neither warm nor cold, neither dry nor 
moist, but pleasant to feel, and kept with 
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Such as he was, his father and mother 
would not hâve exchanged him for the 
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-Apollo Belvédère. They embraced him, 
c Godknows, over and over again, ail the 
while plying him with questions, which he 
vforgot to answer. Some old friends of the 
family, the doctor, the architect, and the 
lawyer, had gone to the station with his 
parents : each in his turn gave him a hug, 
made eager inquiries after his health, and 
if he had had a pleasant journey. He lis- 
tened patiently, and even cheerfully to this 
tame melody, the words of which were in- 
:significant enough, but whose music 
touched his heart, because it was heart- 
felt. 

They had been at this little game about 
a quarter of an hour, and the train had 
gone off again with its long shrill whistle ; 
the omnibuses of the various hôtels had 
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started one after the other noisily down 
the road which leads into the town, and the 
June sun shone brilliantly on this group- 
of happy people, when Mdme. Renault 
suddenly exclaimed that thepoorboy must 
be dying of hunger, and it was barbarous- 
to keep him waiting so long for his dinner. 
In vain Léon protested that he felt less 
hunger than joy, and that he had break- 
fasted in Paris. The whole party jumped 
into carriages, the son by the side of* 
his mother, the father opposite, as if he 
could never tire of feasting his eyes on the 
sight of his beloved child. 

A cart followed, filled with trunks, long 
and narrow boxes, and ail the other para- 
phernalia of the traveller. At the entrance 
of the town, the coachmen began to crack 
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theirwhips, the carter followed suit, and 
this joyous din attracted the attention of 
the inhabitants, drawing them to their 
doors, and giving a little life to the quiet 
streets. 

Mdme. Renault turned from side to side,. 
on the look out for witnesses of her 
triumph, and bowed, with the utmost cor- 
diality, to people she scarcely knew. Many 
a mother, only slightly acquainted with her, 
bowed out of sympathy. No mother is in- 
diffèrent to this sort of happiness, besides 
which, Léon' s family was beloved by every 
one. The neighbours accosted each other 
with a pleasure devoid of jealousy. 

" It is Rénault's son, who has been 
working for the last three years in the 
TJral Mines, and who has now corne 
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really household gods, and not strangers 
and heathens. 

No one knew why it began to rain kisses 
and tears again, but somehow it seemed 
like a second arrivai. 

<c Soup is on the table," cried Bridget. 

Mdme. Renault took lier son' s arm, con- 
trary to ail the rules of étiquette, and with- 
out even apologising to the decorous old 
friends assembled about her. Nor did she 
make any excuse for helping her child be- 
fore her guests. 

Léon let her do as she pleased, and 
showed his good sensé. There was not a 
guest among them who would not hâve 
been capable of pouring the soup down his 
waistcoat rather than hâve tasted it before 
the new corner. 
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" Mother," cried Léon, spoon in hand, 
iU this is the first time for three years that 
I hâve tasted good soup." 

Mdme. Renault felt herself blush with 
«delight, and Bridget immediately broke 
something ; they each imagined the young 
man said this to flatter their vanity , but he 
really was speaking the truth. There are 
two things a man rarely finds out of his 
own home — good soup and unselfish love. 

If I were to enumerate faithf ully every 
dish on the table, there would not be one 
of my readers whose mouth would not 
water. I even think a very délicate reader 
might be seized with a fit of indigestion. 
Besides which, very probably, the list would 
extend to the end of the volume, and there 
would not be a single page left for the 
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wonderful history of Colonel Fougas. For- 
this reason, I think it wiser to return to« 
the drawing-room, where coffee has already 
been served. 

Léon hardly took half a cup, but you* 
must not conclude that the coffee was too- 
bot, too cold, or too sweet. 

Nothing in the world would hâve pre- 
vented him drinking it to the last drop, if 
a knock at the street door had not sud- 
denly re-echoed to his very heart. 

The moment which succeeded seemed 
interminable. No ! never in ail his travels^ 
had he known a moment so long as that 
one. 

But at length Clementina appeared, pre- 
ceded by the worthy Mdlle. Sambuco^ 
her aunt, and the smiling mandarins on 
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the what-not heard the sound of three 
kisses ! 

Why three? The superficial reader, 
who prétends to guess a thing before it is 
even written, has, doubtless, already found 
a probable explanation. 

"Surely," says he, " Léon was too re- 
spectful to kiss the worthy Mdlle. Sam- 
buco more than once ; bat when he found 
himself in présence of Clementina, who 
was so soon to be his wife, he repeated the 
dose, and he did quite right." 

That, sir, is what I call a rash décision. 
The first kiss fell on the cheek of Mdlle. 
Sambuco, the second was given by Mdlle. 
Sambuco on Léon's left cheek, the third 
was a pure accident, which filled two young 
hearts with profound consternation. 

vol. i. c 
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Léon, who was very much in love with 
his betrothed, rushed blindly towards her, 
uncertain for the moment whether he 
should kiss her on the right cheek or the 
left, but quite decided on not postponing 
any longer a pleasure he had been promis- 
ing himself since 1856. 

Olementina had no idea of not submit- 
ting, but only thinking as to which of 
Léon* s cheeks, the right or the left, should 
be pressed by her lovely lips. 

The précipitation of both young people 
was the cause that neither Léon's nor 
Clementina's cheeks received the offering 
destined for them. And the mandarins on 
the what-not, who had been reckoning on 
hearing two kisses, only heard one. Léon 
was astounded, and Clementina blushed up 
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to the eyes, and the betrotlied pair fell 
back a step and contemplated the flowers 
on the carpet, whose pattern ever after re- 
mained indelibly engraved on their me- 
mory. 

Clementina was, in Léon's eyes, the 
prettiest person in the world. He had 
loved her for more than three years, and 
it was partly on her aocount he had under- 
taken the journey into Russia. 

In 1856 she was too young to marry, 
and too rich for a civil engineer, with only 
£100 a year, to aspire to her hand. Léon, 
like a true mathematician, set himself the 
following problem : — 

" Griven, a young girl of fifteen, with a 
fortune of 8,000 francs a year, and a like- 
lihood of succeeding to the property of her 
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aunt, say 200,000 francs more, how to- 
make an equal fortune during a lapse of 
time which would allow of her growing 
into a young girl, without becomin g an old 
maid." 

He had found the solution in the Ural 
Copper Mines. 

During three long years he had corre- 
sponded indirectly with the beloved of his- 
heart. Every letter he wrote to his father 
or mother was passed on to Mdlle. Sam- 
buco, who did not hide them from Clemen- 
tina. 

Sometimes they read them aloud in the 
family circle, and M. Renault never had 
occasion to skip a sentence, for Léon never 
wrote anything a young girl might not 
hear. The aunt and nièce lived a retired 
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life in a small house at the end of a fine 
garden, and they only received old 
friends. 

Clementina, therefore, had no great 
merit in keeping lier heart for Léon. 
With the exception of a big Colonel of 
Cuirassiers, who f ollowed her sometimes in 
her walks, no man had ever paid lier any 
attention. 

She was really lovely, thongh, not only 
in the eyes of her lover and the Renault 
family, or of the inhabitants of the little 
town she lived in. In the Provinces people 
are satisfied with little. They are prodigal 
of their title of pretty woman and fine man 9 
not beiug rich enough on that score to be 
fastidious. It is only in capitals that ab- 
Bolute merit alone claims admiration. 
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I once heard the Mayor of a village say, 
with a certain amount of pride: "You 
must own that my servant Catherine is 
very pretty for a village of five hundred 
soûls." 

Clementina was pretty enough to be 
admired in a town of eight thousand in- 
habitants. Picture to yourself a fair little 
créole, with black eyes, a dead white com- 
plexion, and dazzling teeth. Her figure 
was round and lithe as a willow. What 
lovely hands she had, and what pretty An- 
dalusian feet, arched and curved as Cupid's 
bow! 

Every glance of hers was a smile, every 
movement a caress. Added to which, she 
was neither silly nor shy, nor even igno- 
rant of things in gênerai, like a little girl 
brought up in a convent. 
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Her éducation, began by lier mother, 
had been completed by two or three re- 
spectable old professors, chosen by M. 
Renault, her guardian. She had good 
judgment, and a well-cultivated mind. 
But really, I don't know why I am writing 
in the past tense, when she is still living, 
thank God ! with ail her perfections as 
fresh as ever. 
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UHPÀCKING BY TORCHLIGHT. 

4 

Towabds ten o'clock Mdlle. Virginie Sam- 
buco declared it was time to think of re- 
tiring. Thèse ladies lived with almost 
monastio regularity. 

Léon protested, but Clementina obeyed, 
though not without a little pout of dissatis- 
faction. 

The drawing-room door was already 
open, and the old lady had taken up lier 
hood from the ante-room, when the Engi- 
neer, struck by a sudden idea, exclaimed — 
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" You surely will not go away without 
helping me to unpack my boxes. It is a 
kindness I beg of you, my dear Mdlle. 
Sambuco." 

The excellent old maid hesitated. Habit 
bid her to go, good-nature bid lier stay ; a 
; grain of curiosity kicked the beam. 

" What a blessing ! " said Clementitia, 
langing up her aunt's hood again on the 
hat stand. 

Mdme. Renault did not know as yet 
where Léon's luggage had been placed, 
but Bridget informed them that every- 
thing had been thrown down any how in 
" the witches' shop," until monsieur should 
décide what he required to be taken up to 
his room. 

The whole party, therefore, adjourned 
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with lamps and candies to a large apart- 
ment on the ground floor, where stoves,. 
retorts, instruments of physical science, 
boxes, trunks, carpet bags, hat-boxes, and 
the famous steam engine combined to make- 
a charming picture of confusion. 

The light played upon this interior in 
the style of some picture of the Dutchr 
school. It glided over the yellow cylindera 
of the electric machine, rebounded on the- 
thin glass retorts, and fell on two silver 
reflectors while passing by a splendid 
barometer by Fortin. 

The Rénaults and their friends, grouped 
in the midst of the luggage — some seated,. 
some standing, one holding a lamp, and! 
another carrying a wax candie — did nofr 
diminish from the picturesque weirdness 
of the scène. 
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Léon, armed with a buncli of small keys, 
opened the trunks one after the other. 
Clementina, seated opposite to him on a 
large oblong box, was watching him with 
eyes of affection rather than of curiosity. 
They began by putting on one side two 
large square cases, only containing spéci- 
mens of mineralogy, after which they 
passed in review ail the différent treasures 
the Engineer had distributed amongst his 
clothes and linen. 

A pleasant perfume of Russia leather, 
of caravan tea, Levant tobacco, and of 
attar of roses, soon diffused itself through 
the laboratory. Léon had brought back 
a little of everything, according to the 
usual habit of rich travellers who hâve left 
a family at home, and a large circle of 
friends. He brought to light, one after the* 
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other, Asiatic stuffs, narghilés of fretted 
«ilver workmanship f rom Persia, sherbets 
ilavoured with rose, precious essences, 
rgolden tissues from Tarjok, antique arms, 
<a service of oxidised silver from the manu- 
iactory of Toula, precious stones in Bussian 
setting, bracelets from the Caucasus, neck- 
laces of clouded amber, and a leather bag 
J&lled with those turquoises which are sold 
at the f airs of Nijni Novgorod. 

Each object passed from hand to hand in 
the midst of questions, explanations and 
interjections of every kind. Ail the friends 
who were there received the présents that 
had been destined for them. It was a kind 
of concert of polite refusais, friendly in- 
sistance, and thanks returned in every tone 
of the garant. 

^Needless to say the lion's share fell to 
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Clementina, who did not make any difficulty 
about accepting, for as matters stood, every- 
thing had a f air chance of finding its place 
amongst the wedding gifts and not going out 
of the family. Léon had brought his father 
a very handsome dressing-gown of some 
brocaded gold f abric, some old books picked 
up at Moscow, a pretty picture by Greuso 
he had corne across accidentally in a misér- 
able little shop at Gastinitvor, two beautiful 
spécimens of rock crystal, and Humboldt's 
walking stick ! 

" You see," cried he, putting this histori- 
cal cane into M. Rénault's hands, "the 
postscript of your last letter did not fall 
into the water." 

The old Professor received this présent 
with visible émotion. 

" I shall never use it," said he to his son- 
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* c The great Napoléon of science has held 
it in his hand, and what would be thought 
of an old sergeant like myself, were he to 
carry it out in his forest rambles. And 
the collections — you were not able to buy 
anything ? Were they sold very dear ? " 

"They were not sold at ail," replied 
Léon. " Everythiug was placed in the 
National Muséum at Berlin. But in my 
anxiety to please you, I allowed myself to 
be robbed in a strange manner. The very 
day of my arrivai, I imparted your wish to 
the Commissionaire who accompanied me, 
and he swore that a little Jew broker, a 
friend of his, of the name of Ritter, had 
a wonderful anatomical relie to dispose of 
which had belonged to the legatees. I 
rushed ofE to see this Jew, examined thç 
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,mummy — for it was one — and paid down, 
without bargaining, the money he asked 
ior it. But the next day a friend of Hum- 
boldt's, Prof essor Hirtz, related to me the 
history of this human s poil, which had been 
lying in the shop for the last ten years, and 
-after ail had never belonged to Humboldt. 
Where the devil has Bridget hidden it? 
Ah, Mdlle. Clementina is seated upon it." 

Clementina wished to rise, but Léon 
begged her to remain seated. 

" We hâve plenty of time," said he, " to 
look at that old rubbish, and besides, as 
jou may imagine, it is not ^a very lively 
object. This is the story Professor Hirtz 
told me, and for the matter of that, he has 
promised to send me a copy of a rather 
curious memoir on the subject. You are 
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not going y et, my dear Mdlle. Sambuco.. 
It is a little scientific and military romance*. 
We will look at the mummy after I hâve- 
told you the history of ail his misfor- 
tunes." 

" By Jove," cried M. Audret, the archi- 
tect of the Castle, " you are not going to- 
give us the romance of the mummy ? Too- 
late, my dear Léon : Théophile Gautier has- 
been beforehand with you, in the feuilleton 
of the * Moniteur,' and every one knows- 
the story of your Egyptian." 

" My story," replied Léon, " is no more 
Egyptian than that of Manon Lescaut. 
Our good Doctor Martout, hère présent,, 
ought to be acquainted with the name of 
Professor John Meiser, of Dantzic, who 
lived at the beginning of our century, and 
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whose last works date, I fançy, from 1824 
or 1825." 

" 1823," replied M. Martout. "Meiser 
is one of those leamed men who bave done 
the most crédit to Germany. In the midst 
of those sangninary wars which desolated 
his conntry, he carried on the researches of 
Leeuwenkeock, Baker, Needham, Fontana» 
and of Spallanzani, in trying to bring 
animais back to lif e. Our school révères 
in him one of the fathers of modem 
biology." 

" Heavens ! What dreadful hard words," 
cried Mdlle. Sambuco. " Is it permitted 
to detain people till ail tours of the night 
to make them listen to German ? " 

Clementina tried to soothe her. 

" Don't listen to the long words, my dear 
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little auntie. Keep your attention for the 
romance, since there is one." 

" A terrible one," said Léon. " Olem- 
entina is seated on the body of a human 
victim, immolated in the cause of science 
by Professor Meiser." 

This time Clementina jumped up in great 
haste, and her lover, offering her a chair, 
seated himself in the place she had just 
vacated. 

The audience, fearing that Léon* s story 
might spin itself out into several volumes, 
settled themselves into position around 
him, some on trunks, others in arm chairs. 




CHAPTER III. 



THE CRIME OP THE LEABNED PROFESSOR 



MEISER. 



" Ladtes," said Léon, " Professor Meiser 
was not a common malefactor, but a man 
devoted to science and humanity. If he 
did kill the French Colonel, who reposes 
at this moment under the tails of my f rock 
coat, it was, in the first place, to préserve 
his life, and afterwards to clear up a ques- 
tion winch must interest ail of you in the 
very highest degree. 

" The duration of our life is infinitely 
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too short ; that is a fact no mail can deny. 
To think that a hundred years hence not 
one of the ten or twelve persons hère as- 
semhled will remaiii on the surface of the 
earth ! Is it not heartrending ? " 

Mdlle. Sambuco sighed audibly, and 
Léon continued — 

" Alas ! Mademoiselle, I hâve of ten 
sighed like you at the thought of this sad 
necessity. You hâve a nièce, the loveliest 
and most charming of nièces, and the sight 
of her sweet face gladdens your heart. 
But you long for something more; you 
will never feel satisfied till you see your- 
self surrounded by your great nephews. 
And you shall see them, I trust. But will 
you ever see their children ? That is doubt- 
ful. And their grandchildren ? that is impos- 
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sîble ; one must not even tliink of the lOth, 
20th, and 30th génération. 

" Still, one does think of it, and there is, 
perhaps, hardly a man who bas not said to 
himself, at least once in his life, 'If I 
could only live again two hundred years 
hence ! ' 

" One longs to return to earth and hear 
news of his familv, another of his dynasty ; 
the philosopher is anxious to know if the 
ideas he disseminated hâve borne fruit; 
the politician, if his party is in the ascend- 
ant ; the miser, if his heirs hâve dissipated 
the large fortune he accumulated ; the 
landowner, if the trees in his garden hâve 
sprung up. No one is indiffèrent to the 
destinies of this world which we pass 
through, as it were, by express train in 
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the space of a few years, never to return 
to it. How many liave envied tlie fate of 
Epaminondas, who fell asleep in a cave, 
and perceived, on opening his eyes, that 
the world had grown older. Who, indeed, 
has not, in his own person, indulged in 
dreams of the wonderf ul adventures of the 
Sleeping Beauty ? 

" Well, ladies, Professor Meiser, one of 
the most serious men of our day, persuaded 
himself that scientific power might be able 
to send a living being to sleep, and awaken 
him again at the end of an infinité number 
of years; arrestallthe fonctions of the body f 
suspend life, withdraw an individual from 
the wear and tear of time during a century 
or two, and resuscitate him afterwards." 

" He must hâve been amadman ! " cried 
Mdlle. Sambuco. 



COLONEL FOUGAS. 39 

" I would not swear to that ; but he had 
his own theory as to the mainspring 
which puts living beings into action. Do 
you remember, dear mother, your early 
impressions, when, as a little girl, you were 
first shown the works of a watch in motion ? 
You felt quite sure that, in the midst of 
that tiny box, there was some active 
little animal which never rested during 
the twenty-four hours in its work of turn- 
ing the wheels. If the hands stopped, 
then you said, ' The little créature must be 
dead,' but it might only hâve been asleep. 

" Since then, you hâve had it explained to 
jou that the watch contained an assemblage 
x>î beautifully-adapted and well-oiled works, 
which move spontaneously and in perfect 
liarmony. If a spring were to snap, a 
wheel to break, a grain of dust to insinu- 
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ate itself between the pièces, the watck 
would stop, and the children would hâve 
reason to exclaim, ' The little créature i» 
dead.' But, given a strong, well-made 
watch, perfect in every point, and only 
stopped because the works want oiling,. 
then the little créature is not dead ; a drop 
of oil is ail that is needed to awaken it. 

"Hère is an excellent chronometer, of 
London make ; it goes for a f ortnight with- 
out winding. I wôund it up yesterday, so 
that it has now thirteen days to live. If 
I were to throw it on the ground and break 
the mainspring, there would be an end of 
it, I shall hâve killed the little animal. 
But suppose that, without breaking any- 
thing, I find means of drying up, or check- 
ing the oil, which makes the works glide* 



COLONEL FOUGAS. 41 

one over the other, will the little animal 
be dead then ? No, it will only be asleep. 
And the proof is, that I can then shut my 
watch up in a drawer, keep it there for 
twenty-five years, and, by putting a tiny 
drop of oil into it, after a quarter of a oen* 
tury the works will once more be set ia 
motion. Time would hâve gone by with- 
out ageing the little sleeper ; it would still 
hâve the thirteen days to run from the 
moment it awoke. 

"Ail living beings, according to Pro- 
fessor Meiser, are watches or organisais,, 
which move, breathe, sustain themselves, 
and reproduce themselves, provided their 
works are properly oiled. The oil of a 
watch is represented in animal life by an 
immense quantity of water. In man, for 
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«example, water takes up at least four-fifths 
of his whole weight. Given, a colonel weigh- 
ing 1501bs., there are 301bs. of colonel, and 
1201bs, or 60 quarts of water. It is a fact 
*which bas been demonstrated by numerous 
experiments. I say a colonel as I sbould 
•say a kîng ; ail men are equal in analysis. 

" Prof essor Meiser was convinced, like 
-ail otber leamed men, tbat to break the 
head of a colonel, to pierce bim tbrough 
tbe beart, or to divide bis vertébral column; 
would be to kill tbe little animal, since tbe 
brain, and the heart, and tbe spinal marrow 
are indispensable springs, witbout whicb 
the machine cannot go. But he also be- 
lieved tbat by abstracting 60 quarts of 
water from a living body, tbe little animal 
■could be made to sleep witbout killing it ; 
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-that a colonel dessicated with great care, 
might be preserved for a hundred years, 
and, after that time, be brought back to 
life by giving him the necessary drop of 
oïl, or, rather, the 60 quarts of water, 
without which the human frame could not 
be put in motion. 

" This opinion, which is unacceptable to 
jou and myself , but which has not been ab- 
•solutely rejected by our friend Dr. Martout, 
^was founded upon a séries of authentic 
observations, which any man may still 
verify for himself. 

" There are animais which corne back to 
life. Nothing is more certain or more 
clearly demonstrated. M. Meiser, follow- 
ing in the steps of Abbé Spallanzani, and 
many others, used to pick up, in the gutter 
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of the roof, little dried-up worms as brittle- 
as glass, which he brought back to life by 
plunging them into water. 

" The faculty of résurrection is not 
peculiar to one species ; it has been f ound 
among many and divers animais. Volvula, 
the small eels, or anguillula, found in vine- 
gar, mud, stale pas te, and smutted wheat ; 
rotifera, which are little shrimps protected 
by a shell, provided with a complète intes- 
tinal organ of différent sexes, possessing a 
nervous System, with a separate brain, one 
or two legs, according to the species, a 
crystalline and an optic nerve ; tardigrades, 
which are little spiders with six or eight 
legs, of separate sexes, complète tissues, a 
mouth, two eyes, a distinct nervous System,, 
and a well-developed muscular System. 
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Ail thèse die and corne to life again ten or 
fifteen times consecutively, according to 
the pleasure of the naturalisa He dessi- 
•cates a rotifer — farewell, my friend! he 
:Soaks it — good day to you ! Everything 
dépends upon being very caref ul of it while 
it is dried. You can understand that if you 
were just to break off his head, no drop of 
water, nor river, nor océan could bring 
him to life again. 

" The most wonderful thing is that an 
animal only capable of living a year, like 
the anguillula of mildewed wheat, can re- 
main twenty-eight years without dying, if 
jou only take the précaution to dry it. 
Needham had collected a quantity in 1 743, 
which he presented to Baker, and thèse in- 
teresting animais came to life again in 
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1771. They enjoyed the unusual féliciter 
of elbowing their 28th génération ! A mai* 
who should see his 28th génération would 
hâve reason to be a happy grandf ather — eh ? 
" Another f act not less interesting is thafc 
ail dried animais are more tenacious of life 
than others. If the température were- 
suddenly to fall thirty degrees in the* 
laboratory where we are now assembled^ 
we should very probably ail be laid up- 
with a cold on the chest. If it were to* 
rise in the same proportion, we might look 
out for brain f ever ; well, a dried animal,, 
which is not really dead, but will resusci- 
tate to-morrow if placed in water, can bear 
with impunity a variation of ninety-five de- 
grées. M. Meiser and others hâve proved. 
it. 
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" It now remains to be proved if a su- 
perior animal, a man for instance, can be 
dessicated without any more inconvenience 
than an eel or a tardigrade. M. Meiser 
was convinced of it ; he has said so in ail 
his works, but lie has not demonstrated it 
by expérience. What a misf ortune, ladies ! 
Any man, curious as to the future, discon- 
tented with the présent, or at variance 
with his contemporaries, might reserve 
himself for another and better century, and 
there would be an end to ail misanthropie 
suicides ! 

" Invalids that the science of the nine* 
teenth century in its ignorance had de- 
clared incurable, would not need to blow 
out their brains ; they would quietly allow 
themselves to be dried up, and would wait 
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patiently at the bottom of a box till some 
doctor had f ound a cure for their complaints. 
Rejected lovers would no longer throw 
themselves into the river, but would lie 
down ynder the bell of a pneumatic ma- 
chine, and we should see them thirty years 
after, young, handsome, and triumphant, 
mocking at their cruel, f aded fair ones, and 
returning them scorn for scorn. 

" Nations would abandon the unseemly 
and barbarous custom of guillotining dan- 
gerous men. They would not shut them 
up in a cell of Maga's, to finish the work of 
démoralisation ; they need not send them 
to the school at Toulon to perfect their 
cri minai éducation ; they would dry them up 
in batches, some for ten years, and some 
for f orty, according to the measure of their 
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iniquities. An ordinary warehouse would 
take the place of prisons, lunatic asylums 
and the hulks. No more escapes to guard 
against, no more prisoners to feed. An 
enormous quantity of dried beans and mil- 
dewed potatoes would then be available for 
the use of the country ! 

" This, ladies, is a feeble spécimen of the 
benefits Dr. Meiser hoped to spread over 
Europe, when he inaugurated the dessica- 
tion of man. He made his great experi- 
ment in 1813, on a French colonel, a 
prisoner, they say, sentenced to death by 
court-martial as a spy. 

" Unf ortunately, it did not succeed. 
I bought the colonel and his box for an 
old song, in the very filthiest hole in 
Berlin.'' 

VOL. I. B 
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THE TIOTIM. 



" Mt dear Léon," said M. Renault, " ail 
this reminds me of a distribution of prizes. 
We hâve been listening to your disserta- 
tion as we should bave listened to tbe 
Latin oration of tbe Professor of Rhetoric ; 
tbere is always amongst the audience a 
majority "wbo learn nothing, and a minority 
who underetand still less by it. But every- 
one listens patiently ail tbe same, on ac- 
count ofthe sensation to follow. M. Mar- 
tout and I know tbe works of M. Meiser 
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and his worthy pupil, M. Ponchet. You 
Tiave, therefore, said too much if you hâve 
been speaking for our benefit, and too little 
for thèse ladies and gentlemen, who know 
nothing of the discussions dépendant upon 
vitality and organism. Ts lif e a principle 
•of action which animâtes the organs and 
sets them in play ? Is it not, on the 
•contrary, the resuit of organisation, the 
play of certain properties of organised na- 
ture ? This is a problem of the highest 
importance, which would interest even 
women themselves if it were placed boldly 
before them. It would be enough to say 
to them, ' We are trying to find out if there 
is really a vital principle, the beginning 
and source of ail the acts of the body ; or 
if lif e is only the resuit of theregular action of 
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the organs/ Acoording to Meiser and his- 
school, there is no vital principle; if it 
really existed, they say, it would be incom- 
préhensible that it should départ from a 
man and a tardigrade when they are dried 
up, and return to them when they are 
moistened again. But if there is no vital 
principle, ail the metaphysical and moral 
théories which hâve been based upon its< 
existence must be reconstructed. Thèse 
ladies hâve listened very patiently; it is 
only due to them to say so, and ail they 
can hâve understood from this rather un- 
intelligible discourse is, that, instead of the- 
romance you promised them, you hâve 
given them a long dissertation. But you 
shall be forgiven for the sake of the mummy 
you are going to show to us, so open the- 
colonel' s box." 
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" We richly deserve it," cried Clemen- 
iâna, laughing. 

" Suppose you should be afraid ? " 

" I ? Know, sir, I am afraid of nobody, 
not even of live colonels." 

Léon took up bis bunch of keys, and 
opened the long oak box upon which he 
had been seated. The lid once raised, 
there appeared a large leaden coffer, which 
contained a magnificent box of walnut 
wood, beautifully polished outside, and 
lined with quilted white satin in the in- 
terior. The company approached with their 
lamps and wax lights, and the colonel of 
the 23rd appeared to them as if he were 
lying in state. 

You would hâve said he was aaleep ; the 
perfect préservation of his body bore wit- 
iiess to the paternal care of his executioner. 
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It was really a most remarkable produc- 
tion, which might hâve competed with any 
of the most perfect mummies in Europe, des- 
oribed by Vicy d'Azyr in 1779, or by Puy 
Maurin, junr., 1787. 

The face was, as usual, in better préser- 
vation than the rest, the features having 
retained their proud and manly expression. 
Had any old friend of the colonel' s been 
présent at the opening of the third case, 
he would hâve recognised him at a glance. 

Perhaps the tip of the nose was a little 
elongated, the nostrils thinner and less 
distended, and the cartilage less raised 
than in 1813. The eyelids were more 
sunken, the lips pinched, the corners of 
the mouth slightly drawn down, the cheek 
bones standing out too prominently ; the 



COLONEL FOTJGÀS. 55 

neck was visibly sliorter, which exaggerated 
thé curves of the chin and larynx. But 
the eyes, shut without any contraction, 
were much less hollow than would hâve 
been expected; the mouth did not grîn, 
like the mouth of a corpse; the skin, 
slightly wrinkled, had not changed colour, 
it had only become a little more trans- 
parent, and, as it were, revealed the colour 
of the muscles, the fat and the tendons 
underneath. 

It had even a rosy tint, which you never 
see in the flèsh of mummified bodies. Dr. 
Martout explained this, by saying that, if 
Colonel Fougas had been dessicated alive, 
the globules of blood would not décom- 
pose themselves, but simply become agglu- 
tinated in the capillary vessels of the 
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dermis, and the sub-adjacent tissues ; thafc 
they had, therefore, retaîned tlieir colour, 
and showed it more clearly than before, 
thanks to the half-transparency of the 
dried skin. 

The uniform had become very much too 
large — tbat is easily understood — but it 
did not seem, at first sigbt, as if the limbs 
were in any way altered. The hands were 
dry and angular, but the nails, though a 
little turned back at the ends, had pre- 
served ail their freshness. The only very 
noticeable change was in the extrême de- 
pression of the abdominal walls, which 
seemed pressed back under the lower ribs ; 
on the right, a slight projection showed the 
position of the liver. The contact of the 
finger on any part of the body produced a 
sound like tapping on dry leather. 
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While Léon was describing ail thèse dé- 
tails to his audience, and doing the honours 
of his mummy, he awkwardly tore the lobe 
of the right ear, and a little pièce of the 
«colonel remained in his hand. 

This trifling accident might not hâve 
attracted any attention, if Clementina, who 
Tiad watched every movement of her lover 
with visible émotion, had not let her candie 
f ail with a cry of horror. Every one rushed 
towards her. Léon took her in his arms 
and placed her on a chair, M. Renault 
Tan to fetch some salts. She was as pale 
as death, and seemed on the point of faint- 
ing. By-and-by she recovered her strength. 
and reassured them ail with a charming 
;smile — 

" Forgive me," said she, " such a ridicu- 
lous exhibition of terror ; but af ter what 



58 COLONEL FOUGAS. 

Léon had been telling us — and then — 
that apparently sleeping figure — it seemed 
to me as if the poor man were going to 
open Lis mouth, and cry out that lie was- 
being hurt." 

Léon hastened to shut down the lid of 
the box, while M. Martout picked up the 
fragment of the ear, and put it in his- 
pocket. Clementina, though smiling ail 
the while, and doing her best to apologise, 
was again seized with another fit of emotior* 
and burst into tears. The engin eer threw 
himself at her feet, and with many excuses 
and kind words, did his utmost to soothe 
this inexplicable grief. Clementina dried 
her tears, then began to cry again more 
than ever, and sobbed in a heartrending^ 
manner without apparently knowing why. 
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" Fool that I am," cried Léon, tearing 
his liair, " the very day I see lier again 
after an absence of three years, can I 
find nothing more amusing than to show 
her a mummy?" He kicked the triple 
coffin as he spoke, saying, " I wish that 
confounded colonel at the de vil." 

" Oh, no," cried Clementina, bursting 
out again with renewed excitement, " don't 
curse hira, Léon, he has suffered so much î 
Poor man, poor unhappy man ! " 

Mdlle. Sambuco felt rather ashamed; 
she apologised for her nièce, and declared 
that never, since her earliest infancy, had 
she given way to such an excess of feeling^ 
M. and Mme. Renault, who had seen her 
grow up ; Dr. Martout, who occupied the 
honorary position of her médical attendant ; 
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the architect, the lawyer, in a word, every 
one présent, were lost in amazement. Clem- 
•entina was not over sensitive, she was not 
even a romantic school girl. Her youth 
had not been fed on Mrs. Anna Badcliffe's 
novels, she did not believe in ghosts, and 
would find her way over the house at ten 
o'clock at night without a candie. Some 
months before Léon's departure, when her 
motherdied, she would allow no one to 
•share with her the melancholy privilège 
of praying and watching in the chamber of 
the dead. 

" This will teach us," said her aunt, 
I e to stay up till past ten o'clock at night. 
What am I saying ? why it is near mid- 
night ; corne my child, you are more likely 
to recover yourself in bed. n 
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Clementina rose submissively, but when 
she was about to leave the laboratory, she 
retraced lier steps, and by a whim even 
more unaccountable than her distress, in- 
sisted upon lookîng once more on the face 
of the colonel. It was in vain lier aunt 
scolded her; in spite of ail opposition 
on the part of Mdlle. Sambuco and the- 
others she reopened the walnut wood case, 
and kneeling down before the mummy^ 
kissed it on the brow. 

" Poor man," said she as she arose, 
" how cold he is. Léon, promise me, if 
he be dead, that you will hâve him in- 
terred in consecrated ground." 

" As you please, Mademoiselle ; I had 
intended with my father's consent, send- 
ing him to the Anthropological Muséum,, 
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but as you know, we can refuse you 
nothing." 

When they separated, the company did 
not feel half so gay as when they met. 
M. Renault and his son saw Mdlle. Sam- 
buco and Clementina as far as their door, 
and met the big Colonel of Cuirassiers, 
who honoured Clementina with his atten- 
tions. The young girl pressed her lover's 
arm tenderly, saying — 

" That man never passes me without 
sighing — and what sighs, good heavens ! 
Two of them would be enough to fill the 
sails of a vessel ! Admit that the race of 
colonels has degenerated very much since 
1813, there are none to be seen now so dis- 
tinguished looking as our poor friend." 

Léon assented to anything she pleased, 
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but he oould not quite see how he had 
beoome tbe friend of a mummy, which he 
liad bought for twenty-five louis, To change 
the conversation, he said to Clementina — 

" I hâve not yet shown you the most 
valuable thing I brought back with me. 
The Emperor of Ail the Russias made me 
a présent of a little gold enamelled star to 
be worn hanging from a ribbon. Do you 
admire the ribbons that are worn in the 
button-hole ? " 

" Oh, yes," replied Clementina, " the 
red ribbon of the Légion of Honour. Did 
you not notice the poor colonel has still a 
shred of it hanging to his uniform, but the 
cross is no longer there. Those wicked 
Germans must hâve torn it off when they 
made him prisoner." 
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cc It's very likely," saîd Léon. 

As they had then got to the door of 
Mdlle. Sambuco's house, they were obligea, 
to sépara te. Clementina held ont lier hand 
to Léon, who wonld hâve much preferred 
her cheek. The father and son strolled 
slowly home, arm in arm, full of endles» 
conjecture as to the cause of Clementina 9 » 
strange émotion. 

Mdine. Renault was waiting to conduct- 
her son to his bedroom, an old and touching 
ceremony that mothers don't easily f orget. 
She showed him the grand apartment 
which had been arranged for his future 
occupation over the drawing-room and 
M. Rénault's study. 

" You will be in clover hère," said she, 
showing him a bedroom, replète with every 
comfort. <c Ail the f urniture is soft, round, 
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and without angles. A blind man could 
find his way about without fear of hurting 
himself. This is what I understand by a 
comfortableinterior, every arm-chair should 
be a friend. It has cost money. Penoio. 
Brothers came expressly froin Paris to 
arrange it, but it is good for a man to find 
himself so comfortable in his own home, as 
never to feel tempted to leave it.' 5 

This kindly maternai chatter lasted two 
hours, and, as may be supposed, they talked 
much of Cleinentina. 

Léonfound her handsomer than his fondest 
dreams had ever imagined, but less loving. 

" Hang it ail," said he, blowing out his 
candie, "one would imagine that confounded 
stuffed colonel had thrust himself between 



us." 
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CHAPTER V. 



DEEAMS OF LOVE ABD OTHEB THITJGS. 



Léon soon leanit, to his cost, that it does 
not suffice to hâve a good conscience and a 
soft bed to ensure a sound sleep. lie waa 
lodged like a Sybarite, innocent as an Ar- 
cadian shepherd, and, in addition, tired as 
a soldier after a double marcb. 

Notwithstanding ail this, incessant sleep- 
lessness took possession of him tiU morn- 
ing. In vain be turned and re-turned in 
every direction, as if to throw the burden 
from one shoulder to tbe other ; he did not 
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even close his eyes till he had seen the first 
rays of the morning sun peep through the 
window shutters. 

At last he fell asleep, thinking of Clem- 
entina, and a delicious dream brought be- 
fore him the form of his betrothed in her 
wedding dress, in the Ohapel of the Im- 
périal Château. She was leaning on the 
arm of M. Renault, who had apparently 
put on spurs for the occasion. Léon was 
f ollowing them, with Mdlle. Sambuco on his 
arm ; the old lady was decorated with the 
Légion of Honour. 

Approaching the altar, the bridegroom 
perceived that his father's legs had become 
as thin as two sticks, and just as he was 
going to express his astonishment, M. 
Renault turned round and said : " They are 
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thin because they are dry, but they are not 
deformed." 

Whilst he was volunteering this pièce of 
information, his countenance changed, his 
features took another form, a black mous- 
tache made its appearance, and he bore a 
strange resemblance to the colonel. 

The ceremony began — the back of the 
choir was filled with tardigrades and , 
rotifera as big as men, and attired as choris- 
ters ; they sang in a false key a hymn com- 
posed by a German called Meiser, which 
began thus — 

" The vital principle 
Is a gratuitous hypothesie.' 

The poetry and the music appeared ad- 
mirable to Léon. He was trying to fix 
them in his memory when the officiating 
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priest advanced towards him, holding out 
two gold rings on a silver plate. This priest 
was a colonel of Cuirassiers in full uniform. 

Léon asked himself where and how he 
had met him ; it was the evening before, at 
the door of Clementina's house. 

The Colonel murmured thèse words : 
" The race of colonels has sadlj degene- 
rated since 1813." He heaved a great 
sigh, and the nave of the chapel, which was 
a line of battle ships, was suddenly 
launched upon the seas, at the rate of four- 
teen knots an hour. 

Léon calmly took the little gold ring, 
and was going to place it on the finger of 
his betrothed, when he perceived that 
Clementina's hand was dried up ; the nails 
alone retaining the original freshness. 
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He was afraid, and fled through the 
church, which he found filled with colonels 
of every âge and every branch of the ser- 
vice. The crowd was so packed that he 
had to use superhuman efforts to make his 
way through it. 

At last he escaped ; then he heard be- 
hind him the rapid steps of a man trying 
to overtake him ; he quickened his pace> 
threw himself on ail fours, galloped* 
neighed, the trees by the road-side seem- 
ing to fly bef ore him ; he does not touch 
the ground, the enemy approaches, swift 
as the wind. He can hear the sound of 
his f ootsteps, and the clank of his spurs» 
Now he has overtaken Léon. He seizes: 
him by the mane, and with one bound 
springs on his back, and digs his spurs 
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into his sides. Léon rears. The horse- 
man stoops to his ear, and while tickling 
him with his whip, says — 

" I am not heavy to carry, only thirty 
pounds of colonel ! " 

Clementina's unhappy lover makes a 
violent effort ; throws himself to one side ; 
the colonel falls off, and draws his sword. 
Léon no longer hésitâtes ; he puts him3elf 
on guard, crosses weapons with his adver- 
sary, and almost immediately feels the 
colonel's sword thrust through his heart, 
up to the hilt. 

The chill of the steel spreads further 
and further, till Léon is frozen from head 
to foot. 

The colonel approaches, and smilingly 
says, " The spring is broken, the littlo 
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animal is dead." He places the body in 
the walnut wood case, winch is too short 
and too narrow. 

Closed in on ail sides, Léon struggles 
like a madman, and at last wakes up — 
worn out with fatigue — and half stifled, 
between the bed and the wall ! 

How quickly he jumped into his slip- 
pers ! With what energy he opened the 
Windows, and pushed back the outside 
shutters ! He saw the light, and felt that 
it was " good," as we read. 

Brroum ! he shook off the remembrance 
of his dream as a dripping dog shakes off 
the drops of water from his coat. The 
famous London chronometer informed him 
it was nine o'clock, and acup of chocolaté, 
brought by Bridget, contributed not a 



i 
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little to clear the cobwebs from his 
brain. 

While performing his toilet, in a bright, 
light, and commodious dressing-room, he 
f elt reconciled to the realities of life. 

" Taking one thing with another," said 
he, while combing out his fair beard, " I 
hâve hitherto had nothing but good luck. 
Hère I am, in my native country, in the 
midst of my family, and in our own charm- 
ing house. My father and mother are 
flourishing, and I enjoy robust health. Our 
fortune is moderate, but so are our tastes, 
and we shall never want. Our friends re- 
ceived me yesterday with open arms ; we 
hâve not a single enemy. The prettiest 
girl in Fontainebleau has consented to be- 
come my wife; I can marry hër within 
three weeks, if I choose to hasten matters. 
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Clemontina did not greet me as if she were 
indiffèrent?, far from it. Her lovely eyes 
boamod npon me last night with the most 
gracious tondornoss. It is true she ended 
in a flood of toars. Yes, no doubt about 
it. That is my only sorrow, my only 
anxioty, tho solo cause of that ridiculous 
droum T had last night. She cried ; and 
why ? Rocausc I was stupid enough to 
rogalo h or with a dissertation and a 
numuny ! Woll, I will hâve the mummy 
buried ; I will eheck my dissertations for 
tho future, and nothing in this world shall 
again dishirb our happiness." 

Ho wont downatair*, humminç an air 
ftwn tho u Xomo di Figaro % %% M. and 
Mme, lUnanlU not accusUMued to sit up 
tiU nùdnighu wvtv atill **Uv)v 

Ent*rin$ the UlHw^uvnr^^Mi pexwived 




COLONEL FOUGAS. 75- 

that the triple case containing the colonel 
had been closed ; Bridget had placed upott 
the lid a little cross of black wood, and a 
twig of consecrated box. 

" Be a collecter !" murmured he to hiin- 
self, with a semi-sceptical smile. 

Just then he found that Clementina had? 
forgotten in her trouble to take home the 
présents he had brought for her. He made 
a parcel of them, looked at his watch, and 
decided that there would be no indiscrétion 
in taking a stroll as far as Mdlle. Sam- 
buco's house. 

As it happened, the respectable aunt,. 
who was as early in her habits as people 
generally are in the country, had already 
gone out to church, and Clementina wa& 
busy gardening, close by the house. 
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She ran to meet her lover, f orgetting to 
throw away the little rake she had been 
using, and held up to him, with the pret- 
tiest smile in the world, one of her soft pink 
cheeks, a little moist and flushed from the 
exertion of gardening, and the pleasant 
surprise. 

" You are not angry with me ?" said she. 
"I made myself very ridiculous last night, 
and my aunt has been scolding me ! I 
forgot to take away ail those lovely things 
you brought me from the savages ! It was 
not because I did not appreciate them. I 
am glad to see you used to think of me, as 
I always thought of you ! I might hâve 
sent for them this morning, but I was de- 
termined not to do so, for my heart told 
me you would be sure to corne yourself ." 



!" 
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" Your heart knows me, dear Clemen- 
tina." 

" It would be a pity if it did not recog- 
nise its master." 

" How good y ou are, and how I love 

you 

" And I, also, dear Léon, I love you so 
much ! " 

She leant the rake against a tree, and 
hung on the arm of lier future husband 
with that supple and yielding grâce that a 
créole alone possesses. 

" Corne this way," said she. " I want 
to show you ail the improvements we hâve 
made in the garden." 

Léon admired everything she chose. The 
fact is he had eyes for nothing but her. 
The grotto of Polyphemus and the den of 
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Cacus would hâve seemed to him more 
oharming than the gardens of Armida, if 
Clementina's pretty pink morning wrapper 
had passed that way. 

He asked her if she would not be sorry 
to leave so charming a retreat which she 
had embellished with so much care. 

"Why?" said she, without blushing. 
" We shall not go very far off, and, besides, 
can we not corne hère every day?" 

This approaching marriage was a thing 
so completely settled, that they had not 
even mentioned it the evening before. 
There only remained to publish the banns, 
and fix the day. Clementina, with her 
simple and upright mind, was able to speak 
without hésitation or false modesty about 
so natural, désirable, and likely an event. 
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She had given her opinion to Mme. 
Renault concerning the arrangement of the 
rooms, and even chosen the various 
hangings; and she had no idea of being 
coy with her future husband on the topics 
of that new life which they were about to 
commence together; of the guests to be 
invited to the wedding; the visits they 
would pay af terwards ; the day to be set 
apart for réceptions ; the time they would 
dévote to each other and to study. She 
enquired into Léon s occupations, and about 
the hours he would prefer to dévote to his 
work. This excellent little woman would 
hâve been ashamed to bear the name of an 
idle man, and wretched if compelled to 
pass her days by the side of a do-nothing. 
She promised beforehand to respect Léon's 
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studios as a sacred duty. On lier side, she 
intended to make the most of her time, 
and not sit with her arms crossed. From 
the outset, she would superintend the 
housekeeping, under the direction of Mme. 
Renault, who was beginning to find the 
charge of the house too much for her. And 
afterwards, there would be the children to 
nurse, to bring up, and teach. That was 
a noble and useful privilège she would 
share with no one. She would, however, 
send her sons to collège to learn to battle 
with life, and to teach them early the 
principles of justice and equality, which 
form the basis of ail good minds. Léon 
let her rattle on, or only interrupted to 
agrée with her, for thèse two young people, 
brought up for each other and fostered in 
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the same ideas, saw with each other's eyes. 
Education first, then love, had created this 
sweet harmony. 

"Do you know," said Clementina, "I 
felt my heart beat fearfully yesterday, as I 
entered your house ? " 

"If y ou think that my heart was not 
beating quite as much as y ours — " 

" Oh, but with me it was différent. I 
was afraid." 

" Afraid of what ? " 

" I was afraid you might no longer be 
what my fancy pictured you. Only think, 
three years had elapsed since we bid each 
other farewell ! I remembered perfectly 
what you were when you left, and my 
imagination helped my memory to build up 
the old Léon. But suppose you had 

VOL. I. q 
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not resembled the picture ! What should 
I hâve f elt in the présence of a new Léon ? 
I, who had grown to love the other one so 
much ! " 

" Tou make me shudder ; but our first 
meeting put me quite at my ease. 55 

" Silence, sir ! Don't let us talk of that. 
Tou will make me blush a second time. 
Let us rather talk of the poor colonel who 
made me shed so many tears. How is he 
this morning ? " 

" I forgot to ask him the question, but 
if y ou wish — " 

" Oh, no matter ! You can promise him 
a visit from me to-day. I must absolutely 
see him in broad daylight.' 5 

" It would be very kind of you to give 
up this fancy. Why expose yourself to 
such painful émotion ? " 
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" I cannot help it. Seriously, my dear 
Léon, the old man has an attraction for 
me." 

" Why old man ? He looks like a man 
•deceased between twenty-five and thirty 
years of âge." 

" Are y ou sure that he is dead ? I said 
old man because of a dream I had last 
night." 

" What, you also ? " 

" Yes. Do you remember how agitated 
I was when I left you? I had had a 
scolding from my aunt, and then ail 
kinds of terrible things came into my 
mind. My poor mother lying on her 
death-bed — in fact, I was painfully im- 
pressed." 

" Poor little sweetheart." 

" However, as I was determined not to 
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dwell on thèse things, I got into bed 
quickly, and shut my eyes as tight as I 
could ; so well, indeed, that I fell asleep.. 
Before very long, I saw the colonel agaîn; 
he was lying as I had seen bim in his triple* 
coflGln, but be bad long white bair, and tbe 
most benign and vénérable countenance.. 
He implored us to lay bim in consecrated 
ground, and we carried bim between us to- 
tbe cemetery at Fontainebleau. Wben we- 
got to my mother's tomb, the stone had 
been removed, and my mother, dressed in 
white at the end of the vault, had placed 
herself so as to make room by her side for 
the colonel, whom she seemed to expect ; 
but every time we tried to lower the coflGln,. 
it slipped from our hands, and remained 
suspended in the air, as if it weighed 
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nothing. I could distinguish the f eatures 
of the poor old man, for his three-fold 
prison had become as transparent as the 
alabaster lamp that hangs in my room. He 
looked sad, and his torn ear was bleeding 
profusely. Ail of a sudden he escaped 
f rom our hands, the coffin vanished, and I 
saw nothing but himself, pale as a statue, 
and tall as one of the big oaks of the lower 
Bréau. His gold epaulets lengthened 
themselves out into wings, and he flew 
up into Heaven, blessing us with out- 
stretched hands. I awoke bathed in 
tears, but I hâve not told my aunt of thi» 
dream, or she would hâve scolded mo 
again." 

" I am the person who deservc» Hcoldîng, 
dear Clementina ; it is my fault tliat yr;ur 
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sweet slumbers were disturbed by visions- 
of another world. We will soon put a 
stop to ail this, and this very day I am 
going to look out for a permanent resting- 
place for the colonel.' 9 




CHAPTER VI. 



A YOUNG GIEL'S WHIM. 



Clementina possessed a fresh young heart. 
Before she knew Léon she had loved but 
one créature in the world — her mother. 
Neither cousin nor uncles, nor aunts, nor 
grandfathers or grandmothers had had any 
share of the little store of affection which 
well-born children bring into the world 
with them. 

Her grandmother, Clementina Pichon, 
who was married at Nancy, in the month 
of January, 1814, died three month» lator 
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in the precincts of Toulon, after having 
given birth to her first child. 

M. Langevin, Military Deputy Commis- 
sary of the first class, thus left a widower, 
with an infant in the cradle, devoted him- 
self entirely to the bringing np of this 
child. 

In 1835 he gave her away to a worthy 
and charming man, M. Sambuco, Italian 
by origin, but born in France, and Solicitor- 
General at the Marseilles tribunal. 

In 1838, M. Sambuco, who allowed him- 
self a certain independence of ideas, be- 
cause he had a certain independence of 
means, incurred, most undeservedly, the 
ill-will of the Lord Privy Seal. He was 
named Attorney-General at Martinique, 
and, after many days* hésitation, accepted 
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this honourable dismissal into banish- 
ment. 

But old LaDgevin was not so easily con- 
«oled for the absence of his daughter ; he 
died two years later, without having seen 
little Clementina, who was to Lave been 
his god-child. 

M. Sambuco, his son-in-law, perished in 
x 1843, in an earthquake. The newspapers 
of the colony and of the metropolis wer9 
f ull, at that time, of the gallant way in 
which he had fallen a victim to his self- 
devotion. 

After this fearful catastrophe, his young 
widow lost no time in re-crossing tho seas 
with her child. She settled at Fontaine- 
bleau because she thought the air good, 
.and likely to suit her darling. Fontaine- 
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bleau is one of the healthiest towns in 
France. 

If Mme. Sambuco had been as good & 
financier as she was a good mother, she 
might bave lefb Clementina a handsome 
fortune ; but she managed lier affairs badly,, 
and got into great difficulties. A certain 
lawyer in the neighbourhood robbed her of 
a large sum of money, and two farms, for 
which she paid a considérable price, made 
no return. 

At last, she did not know where to turn^ 
and was beginning to lose her head, when 
a sister of her husband's, a prim and pious 
old maid, expressed a wish to live with her 
and join their incomes. 

The arrivai of this old lady, with her 
long teeth, frightened little Clementina,, 
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who hid herself behind the furniture, or 
clung to lier mother's skirts ; but it was- 
the salvation of the house. Mdlle. Sam- 
buco was not one of the wisest or most 
démonstrative of women, but she was the 
personification of order. 

She reduced the expenditure, received 
ail the funds herself ; sold the two farina 
in 1847, bought into the Three Per Cents, 
in 1848, and established a steady equili- 
brium in the budget. Thanks to the 
talents of this female steward, the sweet 
and improvident widow had nothing to do 
but look after her child. 

Clementina learnt to respect the virtues 
of her aunt, but she adored her mother. 
When she had the misfortune to lose her, 
she saw herself alone in the world, leaning 
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on Mdlle. Sambuco like a young plant tied 
to a stick for support. 

It was then that her friendship for Léon 
liook a vague colouring of love. M. Ren- 
ault soon reaped the benefit of the neces- 
sity for expansion which overflowed this 
joung heart. 

During the three long years that Léon 
passed away from her, Clementina hardly 
felt herself alone. She loved, and she knew 
she was beloved in return ; she had f aith in 
the future ; she lived in her inner f eelings, 
and this noble and refined heart asked for 
nothing more. 

But what greatly astonished her lover, 
her aunt, and herself (a matter which 
strangely upsets ail recognised théories 
upon the f emale heart, that reason would 
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refuse to believe if the facts were not 
there to prove it) is, that the very 
day she had seen once more the husband 
of lier choice — an hour after she had 
thrown herself into Léon' s arms with such 
frank delight — Clementina felt her whole 
soûl invaded by a new sentiment, which 
was neither love, nor friendship, nor fear, 
but which overspread ail thèse, and took 
possession of her heart 

From the moment Léon had shown her 
the colonel' s face she was inspired by a 
mad passion for this mummy without a 
name. It was nothing at ail like what she 
felt for Léon, but was a mixture of com- 
passion and respectful sympathy. 

If any one had related to her some 
noble deed of valour, some romantic story, 



94 COLONEL FOUGÀS. 



of which the colonel had been the hero, 
this impression might easily hâve been ac- 
counted for and understood. 

But no ; she knew absolutely nothing of 
him, excepting that he had been condemned 
as a spy by court-martial, and yet it was 
of him she dreamt the very night of Léon' s 
return. 

This incredible prepossessionfirst showed 
itself under a religious form. She had a 
Mass said for the repose of the colonel' s 
soûl, urged Léon to see about the funeral, 
and she herself chose the pièce of ground 
where he was to be laid. 

Ail thèse cares did not prevent her from 
paying her daily visit to the walnut-wood 
case, nor kneeling by the dead, and each. 
day imprinting a sisterly or filial kiss on 
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lis forehead. The Kénault family ended 
by being alarmed atthe strange symptoms, 
and did ail they could to hasten thé fune- 
ral, and rid themselves as soon as possible 
of this fascinating unknown. 

But the evening before the ceremony 
Clementina changed her mind. u What 
right had they to imprison in the tomb a 
man who was, perhaps, not dead ? " 

The théories of the learned Dr. Martout 
were not such as could be rejected without 
examination. The thing was worth at 
least a few days' reflection. Would it not 
be possible to submit the body of the 
colonel to some experiment ? 

Professor Hirtz, of Berlin, had promised 
to send Léon some valuable documents 
bearing on the life and death of this un- 
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happy officer ; they could do nothing until 
thèse arrived ; they ought to write at once 
to Berlin, and hasten the deliveiy of thèse 
papers. 

Léon sighed, but gave in obediently to- 
her whim, and wrote to M. Hirtz. 

Clementina found an ally in this second 
campaign ; it was Dr. Martout, a doctor of 
littlo réputation iu bis practice, and muck 
too careloss of gaining patients. M. Mar- 
tout, nevertheless, was not devoid of 
cleveruess. He had been studying for a 
long time fivo or six physiological ques- 
tions, such as rostoring life, spontaneous 
génération, and its corrélatives. A regular 
oorrespondenco kept him informed of ail 
modem diseoverios. Ho was a groat f riend 
of M* Ponchet, of Roucu, Ho also knew 
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the famous Karl Nibor, who disseminated 
far and wide the use of the microscope. 

M. Martout had dried and resuscitated 
thousands of anguillula, rotifera and tardi- 
grades. He believed that life was nothing 
more than organism in action, and saw 
nothing absurd in the idea of revivifying a 
dessicated man. He had long been medi- 
tating on this subject, when M. Hirtz sent 
the following document from Berlin, the 
original of which is classed amongst the 
MSS. of the Humboldt collection. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE WILL OF FBOFESSOR MEISEB IN FAVOUR OP 
THE DESSICATED COLONEL. 

" To-day, the 20th of January, 1824, ex- 
hausted by a wasting illness, and feeling 
that soon my body must be absorbed in the 
great whole : 

" I write this will with my own hand, it is 
tbe act of my last wish aud désire. I 
appoint as my executor my nepbew Nicholas 
Meiser, a rich brewer, residing in the city 
of Dantzic. 

" I bequeath my books, papers and 
gênerai collections whatsoever, excepting 
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" It was on the llth of November, in the 
unhappy year 1813, that I first became 
acquainted with this gallant young man. I 
had for some time quitted Dantzic, where 
the roar of cannon, and the danger of ex- 
ploding shells, made work quite impossible, 
and 1 had placed myself, my instruments,, 
and my books, under the protection of the 
allied armies, in the fortified village of" 
Liebenfeld. The French garrisons of 
Dantzic, Stettin, Custrin, Glogan, Ham- 
burgh, and several other German towns, 
could hold no communication with each 
other, nor with the fatherland ; neverthe- 
less, General Rapp fought valiantly against 
the English fleet and the Eussian army. 
Colonel Fougas was taken by a detachment 
of Barclay de Jolly's corps, as he was trying 
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to cross the Vistula on the ice, in the 
direction of Dantzic. He was brought a 
prisoner to Liebenfeld, the llth of Nov- 
ember,just about my supper time, and the 
sub-lieutenant Garok, who commanded 
the village, sent for me to assist at the 
cross-examination, and act as interpréter. 
"The open expression of face, manly 
voice, and resolute air of this unhappy man, 
took my fancy. He had already offered up 
the sacrifice of his life. His only regret, 
as he said, was to hâve failed in sight of the 
goal, after having passed through four 
armies, and to be obliged to leave the 
Emperor's order unfulfilled. He seemed 
to be full of that French fanaticism which 
has done so much damage to our poor 
Oermany, and yet somehow I could not 
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blâme him for it, and I translatée! his words- 
less as an interpréter than an advocate. 
Unfortunately Napoleon's letter to General 
Kapp, was found on him, of which I hâve 
kept a copy — 

" c Abandon Dantzic, force the blockade, 
assemble at the garrisons of Stettin, Cus- 
trin and Glogan, march upon the Elbe, 
communicate with St. Cyr and Davoust; try 
to concentrate the forces that are scattered 
at Dresden, Torgan, Wittemburg, Magde- 
burg and Hamburgh ; gather like a snow- 
ball, cross Westphalia, which is free, and 
corne and défend the Ehine with an army 
of 170,000 Frenchmen which you will hâve 
saved ! 

" c Napoléon.' 

" This letter was sent to thehead-quarters 
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of the Russian army, whilst half-a-dozen 
illiterate officers, mad with joy and brandy, 
condemned the brave colonel of the 23rd 
Infantry to die the death of a spy, and a 
traitor. The exécution was fixed for the 
next day, the 12th, and Pierre Victor Fougas, 
after having thanked and embraced me, 
with the most touching expression of f eeling 
(he is a husband and a f ather) f ound himself 
shut up in the little crenelated tower of 
Liebenfeld, where the wind blew terribly 
through ail the loop holes. 

" The night of the llth andl2thNov- 
ember was one of the most severe of this 
terrible winter. My thermometer at min- 
ima, hanging out of my window, at a 
south-east aspect, indicated 19 degrees 
centigrade below zéro. I went by day- 
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break to take a last farewell of thé Colonel, 
and I met the sub-lieutenant Garok, who 
said to me in bad German — 

" € There will be no need to kill the 
Frenchman, he is already frozen.' 

" I ran to the prison ; the Colonel was 
lying on his back quite stiff. But I saw 
in a moment that the stiffness of his body 
was not that of death. The articulations, 
though they had lost their natural supple- 
ness, still allowed themselves to be bent 
and extended without much effort. The 
limbs, the face, the chest ail f elt cold to the 
touch of my hand, but veiy differently from 
what I hâve experienced when touching a 
corpse. 

"Knowing that he had passed many 
nights without sleep, and had undergone 
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most extraordinary fatigue, I felt convinced 
he had fallen into the deep léthargie slumber 
induced by extrême cold, which when too 
prolongea, weakens the circulation and 
the breathing to such a point that it 
requires the most délicate médical obser- 
vation to discover the continuance of life. 
The puise was imperceptible, or at any 
rate my fingers, benumbed by the cold, 
^could not feel it. My deafness (I was 
then in my 79th year) prevented my ascer- 
iaining by auscultation, whether the sounds 
of the heart still revealed the existence of 
ithose weak but sustained beats which are 
still audible to the ear, when the hand can 
no longer perceive them. 

" The Colonel was first, then, in that stage 
,of insensibility, caused by cold, when to 
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restore a man without killing him numerous 
and most délicate means are necessaryv 
In a few more hours congélation would set 
in, and then it would be impossible to 
restore life. 

" I was in a state of great perplexity- 
On the one hand, I saw him dying of con- 
gélation under my eyes ; on the other, I 
could not without assistance give him ail 
the care he required. If I applied stimu- 
lants without at the same time having the 
trunk and limbs rubbed by three or four 
pairs of hands, I should only awake him 
to see him die. I still had before my eyes- 
the spectacle of a young and lovely girl,. 
who had been suffocated in a fire, and 
whom I was able to re-animate by placing- 
hot embers under the collar bone, but who- 
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was only just able to ask for her mother, 
and died instantaneously, notwithstanding* 
the use of stimulants taken inwardly, and 
the application of electricity, to regulate 
the contractions of the diaphragm and the 
heart. 

" And even supposinglwere able to bring 
him back to life and strength, was he not 
a prisoner condemned to death by court* 
martial ? Did not humanity forbid me to 
snatch him from a calm, akin to death, 
merely to deliver him over to the horrors 
of exécution ? I must also confess that in 
the actual présence of this organisation,, 
in which life was held in suspension, my 
ideas on its résurrection took quite a new 
form. I had so often dried up and re- 
vivified créatures of a certain status in the 
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animal world, that I had no doubts as to 
the success of the opération, even in a 
human being. I alone could not restore 
and save the Colonel, but in my laboratory 
I had ail the necessary appliances for 
dessicating him without assistance. 

"To résume, thus three courses were 
open to me : lst,, to leave the Colonel in 
i}he tower, where he would hâve perished 
from cold; 2nd, to re-animate him by 
stimulants at the risk of killing, and why ? 
to deliver him up in the event of success 
to an inévitable death; 3rd, to dessicate 
him in my laboratory with the semi-certi- 
tude of resuscitating him when peace was 
proclaimed. Every friend of humanity 
will understand that I did not hesitate very 
long. 



COLONEL FOUGÀS. 109* 

" I sent for thé sub-lieutenant Garok, 
and requested him to sell me the Colonel^ 
body. It was not the first time I had 
bought a corpse for dissection, and my re- 
quest excited no suspicion. The bargain 
made, I presented four bottles of kirsch, 
and soon two Russian soldiers brought me, 
on a litter, the body of Colonel Fougas. 

"As soon as I found myself alone with 
him, I pricked his finger, and pressure 
made a drop of blood ooze out. To place 
it under a microscope, between two thin 
plates of glass, was no sooner said than 
done. Oh, happiness, the fibrin was not 
coagulated ! The red globules appeared 
clearly defined, circular, flat, biconcave with- 
out indentations or crena, or any spheroidal 
swellings. The white globules alternately 
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changed, and then resumed théir spherical 
f orra to undergo a fresli and graduai altér- 
ation by the most délicate expansions of 
shape. I had not been mistaken ; it was 
really a benumbed, but not a dead, man 
who lay before me ! I put him in the 
ecales; he weighed a hundred and forty 
pounds, clothing included ! 

" T had taken good care not to undress 
him, for I had often noticed that animais 
dried up in direct contact with the air died 
much oftener than those which remained 
covered with moss and other soft sub- 
stances during the experiment of dessica- 
tion. 

" My large pneumatic machine, with its 
immense stand and its enormous oval bell 
in block tin, which a crâne running in a 
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pulley fixed solidly to the ceiling, thanks 
to its windlass, was able to raise and lower 
without difficulty ail the thousand and one 
meclianisms that I had so laboriously 
collected, notwithstanding the laughter of 
jealous rivais, and which I much regretted 
finding useless up to the présent, were at 
last to corne into play. Unforeseen cir- 
cumstances were now to bring me a subject 
for experiments, such as I had vainly tried 
to obtain by benumbing dogs, rabbits, 
sheep and other mammifera, by the aid of 
réfrigérant mixtures. Long since, doubt- 
less, I should hâve obtained thèse results, 
if I could hâve had the help of those 
around me, instead of being the object 
of their raillery; if our Ministers had 
backed me up with their authority, in- 



112 COLONEL FOUGAS. 

stead of treating me like a revolutionary 
spirit. 

" I shut myself up, tête-à-tête, with the- 
Colonel, and I forbid even old Gretchen,. 
my housekeeper, now dead, to disturb me 
in my labours. I had replaced the weighty 
lever of the old pneumatic machine by a 
wheel furnished with an eccentric dise, 
which changed the circular movement of 
the axis into a rectiliniar movement applied 
to the pump ; the wheel, the dise, the crank, 
the pivot of the apparatus worked admir- 
ably, and allowed me to do everything 
without help. The cold did not affect the 
play of the machine, and the oils were not 
thickened ; I had purified them myself by 
a new process, founded on the récent dis- 
coveries of the learned Frenchman, M* 
Chevreul. 
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" Having laid the body flat on the stand 
of the pneumatic machine, lowered the 
bell, and closed, with lute, the edges, I 
bpgan to submit it gradually to the in- 
fluence of the exhaustion of air by rare- 
faction. Capsules, filled with chloride of 
calcium, were placed ail round the Colonel 
to absorb the water which would evaporate 
from his body, and hasten dessication. 

" I certainly f ound myself under the best 
possible conditions for bringing a human 
body to a state of graduai drying up, with- 
out an abrupt cessation of the fonctions, 
or disorganisation of the tissues or tho 
humours. My experiments upon rotifera 
and tardigrades had rarely been attended 
•with equal chances of success, and yet thcy 
had always corne off well. But the nature 
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of the subject, and the spécial scruples it 
imposed on my conscience, obliged me to 
go through a good many new phases, which 
I had, however, long f oreseen. T had taken 
care to keep an opening at both ends of 
my oval bell, and to fix therein a thick 
glass, so as to be able to follow with the 
eye the effect of the exhaustion of air on 
the Colonel. I had also been scrupulously 
careful not to close ail the Windows of my 
laboratory, lest the lethargy of the patient 
should be arrested by too great a degree of 
heat, which might also affect the humours. 
If a thaw came on, my experiment was 
lost. But the thermometer stood steadily 
during several days between six and eight 
degrees, and I was happy to find the 
léthargie slumber continued withouthaving 
to fear the congealment of the tissues. 
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" I began by exhausting the air very 
slowly, for fear tliat the gases, dissolved in 
the blood, becoming freed by the différence 
-of their tension with that of the rarefied 
air, should disengage themselves in the 
vessels, and immédiate death ensue. Besides 
this, I watched without remission the effect 
of the exhaustion of air on the gases of 
the intestines, for while dilating internally, 
in proportion as the pressure of air di- 
minished around the body, they might hâve 
occasioned very serious dérangements. The 
continued préservation of the tissues would 
not hâve been effected by this, but an in- 
ternai adhésion would hâve been sufficient 
to produce death after a few hours of re- 
viviscence. It is often found so when 
animais hâve been carelessly dessicated. 

" Several times a too rapid swelling of 
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the chest put me on my guard against this 
damage that I dreaded, and I was obliged 
to let in a little air under the bell. At last 
the cessation of ail phenomena of this kind 1 
proved to me that the gases had dispersed 
by exosmosis, or had been expelled by the- 
spontaneous contraction of the viscera. It 
was only at the end of the first day that I 
was able to do without thèse minute pre- ' 
cautions, and to carry the exhaustion to a 
still higher degree. 

" The next day, the ISth of February, I 
carried it to such a pitch, that the baro- 
meter fell to five millimètres. As it had 
produced no change in the position of the 
body or the limbs, I f elt sure no convulsion 
had been produced. The Colonel was 
gradually drying up, being brought to a 
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state of immobility, ceasing to be able to 
perform any of the acts of life, and that 
without death having overtaken him, or the 
possibility of a return to such action being 
past ! His life was suspended, not ex- 
tinguished ! 

" I pumped each time that an excess of 
vaporised water caused the barometer to 
fall. During the day of the 14th, the 
door of my laboratory was literally driven 
in by the Russian General, Count Trollshut, 
sent from head-quarters. This dignitary 
had been despatched in ail haste to prevent 
the exécution of the Colonel, and to con- 
duct him to the présence of the Commander- 
in-Chief. I confessed to him loyally what 
my conscience had inspired me to do ; I 
showed him the body through ono of tho 
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bull's eyes of the pneumatic machine. I 
told him that I was delighted to hâve 
preserved a mari who could furnish the- 
liberators of my country with useful in- 
formation, and I offered to resuscitate him 
at my own expense, if they only promised 
to respect his life and liberty. General 
Count Trollshut, a distinguished man no 
doubt, but of exclusively military proclivi- 
ties, could not believe I was speaking in 
sober earnest; he went out, banging the- 
door in my face, and evidently looked upon 
me as a madman. 

" I went back to my pumping, and I 
kept up the exhaustion at a pressure of 
3 to 5 millimètres during the space of 
three months. I knew by expérience 
that animais can revive after being sub- 
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jected to exhaustion by raréfaction for 24 
days. 

" On the 12th of February, 1814, having 
observed that, for a month past, no modi- 
fication had occurred in the dépression of 
the flesh, I resolved to submit the Colonel 
to another séries of experiments, in order 
to be sure of a more perfect préservation 
by a complète dessication. I aJlowed the 
air to enter by the tap used for that pur- 
pose, then, having raised the bell, I pro- 
ceeded to finish my experiment. 

4< The body now only weighed forty-six 
pounds; I had, therefore, reduced it to 
nearly one-third of its original weight. 
You must understand that the clothing 
had not lost so much weight as the rest. 
Now, the body of a man contains almost 
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f our-fifths of its own weight in water, as is 
proved by a dessication successfully per- 
formed in a chemical stove. 

" I then placed tlie Colonel on the 
wooden tray, and, having slid him gently 
into my large stove, I gradually raised the 
température to 75 degrees centigrade. I 
did not dare go beyond this figure, for 
f ear of altering the albumen, of rendering 
it insoluble, and depriving the tissues of 
the faculty of holding again the water 
necessary for the return of their functions. 

" I had been careful to arrange a proper 
apparatus, so that a draught of air should 
constantly pass through the stove. This 
air had become dry by passing through a 
séries of vases filled with sulphuric acid, 
quick lime and chloride of calcium. 
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" After a week passed in the stove, the 
•gênerai appearance of the Colonel was not 
•changed, but his weight was reduced to 
forty pounds, garments included. Eight 
more days brought no further diminution. 
I concluded, therefore, that the dessication 
was complète. 

U I knew very well that mummified 
corpses which hâve been for more than a 
oentury in the'vaults of churches, end by 
weighing no more than ten pounds, but 
they do not become so light without a 
.sensible altération in their tissues. 

" On the 27th of February, I myself put 
the Colonel into the boxes, which had been 
constructed for his réception. Since this 
period, that is to say, during a space of 
nine years and eleven months, we hâve 
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never been separated. I took him with 
me to Dantzic ; lie lives in my house. I 
hâve not put him in my muséum, classed 
under his spécial number in my zoological 
collection ; he lies in the guest chamber. 
I will take care of you myself till mylatest 
moment, oh, Colonel Fougas, dear and un- 
fortunate friend ! But I shall not hâve 
the felicity of witnessing your restoration ; 
I shall not participate in the sweet émo- 
tions of the warrior returning to life. Your 
lachrymal ducts, dry at présent, but pro- 
bably to be some day reanimated, will never 
shed the soft tears of gratitude on the breast 
of your aged benefactor, for you will onljr 
recover your former state on the day that 
I shall cease to exist ! 

"Perhaps you will be astonished that,. 
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living as I do, I hâve so long delayed with- 
drawing you from this profound sleep. 
Who knows if some bitter reproach may 
not mingle with and destroy the sweetness 
of the first thank-offering you may bring 
to my grave ? 

" Yes ! I hâve deferred, without doing 
you personally any good, an experiment of 
public interest. I ought to hâve kept ta 
my first intention, and restored you to life 
after the treaty of peace was signed. But 
then I must hâve sent you back to France,, 
when your native land was filled with the 
armies of my country and her allies. At 
least, I hâve spared you the sight of this 
spectacle, so harrowing to a spirit like 
yours. No doubt you would hâve had tho 
consolation of seeing, in March, 1815, that 



124 COLONEL FOUGAS. 

xmlucky man for whom you perished in 
jour noble dévotion ; but then, again, are 
you sure you might not hâve been swal- 
lowed up with his fortunes in the ship- 
wreck of Waterloo ? 

" For five or six years past, it has been 
neither your interest nor that of science 
winch has kept me from re-animating you. 
It is — pardon me, Colonel — it is a despic- 
able clinging to lif e. The disease I suffer 
from, and which will soon carry me off, is 
hypertrophy of the heart ; ail violent émo- 
tions are forbidden me. If I were to un- 
dertake myself this grand opération, the 
progress of which I hâve set forth in a 
mémorandum annexed to this will, I should 
die, most probably, before I had carried it 
out. My death would be a sad accident, 
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which might hâve a bad effect on my asso- 
ciâtes, and cause the failure of jour resus- 
citation. 

" But take courage ; you will not hâve 
long to wait, and, after ail, what do you 
lose by waiting ? You are not growing 
any older : you always remain twenty four 
years of âge. Your children are growing 
up ; when you return to the world you will 
almost be their contemporary? You were 
poor when you came to Liebenfeld, hère,, 
in my house at Dantzic, you continue poor ; 
but my will makes you rich. Be happy 
also, that is my earnest prayer ! 

" I beg my nephew, Nicholas Meiser, on 
the day after my f uneral, to assemble, by 
letters of convocation, ten of the most celé- 
brated doctors in the kingdom of Prussia ; 
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to read to them my will, and the mémo- 
randum annexed thereto, and to proceed, 
without further delay, in my own labora- 
tory, to the resuscitation of Colonel Fougas 
— the expense of the journey, board and 
lodging, &c, to be paid out of my per- 
sonalty. A sum of 2,000 thalers shall be 
devoted to the publication, in German, 
French and Latin, of the grand resulls of 
the experiment. A copy of this pamphlet 
to be sent to each of the learned societies 
then existing in Europe. 

"If, owing to some unforeseen event, 
thèse scientific efforts fail to animate the 
Colonel, then ail my property to return to 
Nicholas Meiser, the only relation I pos- 
sess. 

" John Meiser, M.D." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



•SHOWING HOW NIOHOLAS MEISER, NEPHEW OP 
JOHN MEISER, FULFILLED HIS UNCLE's BE- 
QUEST. 

Dr. Htrtz, of Berlin, who had copied this 
will himself, apologised sincerely for not 
having sent it sooner. Business had 
obliged him to travel some distance from 
the capital. Passing througli Dantzic, he 
had done himself the pleasure of going to 
see M. Nicholas Meiser, formerly a brewer, 
now a wealthy landowner, with a large 
income, arrived at the âge of sixty-six. 
This old man remembered quite well his 
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uncle's death, and the will of the Professor, 
but lie evinced a great dislike to speak of 
it. Furthermore, he asseverated that after 
John Meisers decease, he had assembled 
ten Dantzic physicians around the Colonel^ 
mummy ; he even showed a unanimous dé- 
claration signed by thèse gentlemen, at- 
testing that a man dried up in a stove 
could not by any means or possibility be- 
brought to life again. 

This certificate, drawn up by the adver- 
saires of the def unct, made no mention of 
the mémorandum attached to the wilh 
Nicholas Meiser swore by every oath (but 
not without reddening visibly) that this 
document, setting out the necessary pro- 
ceedings to be followed for the resuscita- 
tion of the Colonel, was quite unknown to» 
himself and wife. 
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When asked why he had got rid of so 
valuable a relie as the body of M. Fougas, 
he said he had kept it in his house fifteen 
years, with ail the respect and care imagin- 
able, but at the end of that time, possessed 
by visions, and disturbed every night by 
the ghost of the Colonel, who came and 
pulled him by the leg, he made up his 
mind to sell it for twenty crowns to an 
amateur at Berlin. Since he had got rid 
of this incubus, he had slept much better, 
though not quite well, for he found it im- 
possible to forget the ColoneFs face. 

To thèse détails M. Hirtz, Physician to 
his Royal Highness the Prince Régent of 
Prussia, added a few words on his own ac- 
count. 

He did not think the re-animation of a 
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healthy man dessicated, with ail proper 
care and précaution, was an impossibility. 
He was even of opinion, that the plan of 
dessication adopted by the famous John 
Meiser was quite the best to follow. But 
in the présent case it seemed to him im- 
possible that Colonel Fougas should re- 
cover life, the atmospheric influences and 
the variations of température which. he had 
undergone during the space of forty-six 
years must hâve affected the tissues and 
the humours. 

This was also the opinion of M. Renault 
and his son. To soothe, as far as possible, 
Clementina's excitement, they read her the 
last paragraph of M. Hirtz's letter. They 
hid John Meiser's will f rom her, as it would 
only hâve aroused fresh agitation ; but her 
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imagination never rested, though they did 
ail they could to calm it. 

Clementina now sought the society of 
Dr. Martout. She argued with him, and 
wished to see some of his experiments on 
the revivification of rotifera. When at 
home again, she thought a little of Léon, 
but constantly of the Colonel. 

The projected marriage still held good, 
but no one dared to mention such a thing 
as having the banns published. To the 
most tender speeches of her future hus- 
band, his young betrothed replied by a 
discussion upon the vital principle; her 
visits to the Rénaults* house were no longer 
to the living, but the dead. 

Ail the arguments that were used to euro 
her of a chimerical hope only served to 
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plunge her into a deep melancholy; her 
lovely colour faded ; her eye lost its 
brightness ; undërmined by a secret grief,, 
she lost ail that charming vivacity which is- 
the effervescence of youth and happiness.. 
The change must hâve been very apparent,, 
for Mdlle. Sambuco, who did not possess 
the watchful eye of a mother, saw it, and 
was alarmed. 

M. Martout, who felt convinced that this 
malady of the mind would only yield to* 
some moral influence, came in one morn- 
ing to see her, and said — 

" My dear child, though I cannot under- 
stand why you feel such an unaccountable 
interest in this mummy, I hâve done some- 
thing for it and you. I hâve just sent M. 
Nibor a little bit of the ear, which Léon 
broke off accidentally." 
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Clementina opened her large eyes 
'wide. 

" You don't understand me, I see/' said 
the Doctor. " The question is, to ascer- 
tain if the tissues and - humours of the 
Colonel hâve undergone any very great 
change. M. Nibor, by the aid of his 
microscope, will be able to enlighten us ; 
we may trust him; he is an infallible 
genius. His answer will décide for us 
whether we shall undertake the Colonel' s 
resuscitation, or if we can do nothing more 
than bury him." 

" What ! " exclaimed the young girl, 
" can you décide from so small a spécimen 
whether a man is living or dead ? " 

" Dr. Nibor will require nothing more. 
Cast aside your anxiety during a week. 
When his answer arrives, I will give it you 
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to read. I hâve excited the curiosity of 
the learned man ; he absolutely knows 
nothing about the fragment I am sending 
him. But if by chance he should say 
that the bit of ear belongs to a healthy 
being, I shall beg him to corne to Fon- 
tainebleau and assist us in restoring 
him." 

This vague gleam of hope soon cleared 
away Clementina's melancholy, and brought 
back her usual health and spirits. She 
once more sang, laughed and frolicked in 
M. Eénault's house and her aunt's garden. 
Their loving intercourse was renewed ; the 
marriage was once more the subject of con- 
versation, and the first bann was pub- 
lished. 

" At last," said Léon, €€ she is restored 
to me." 
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But Mme. Kénault, the wise and far- 
seeing mother, shook her head sadly. 

"Ail this is not quite as it should be," said 
she. « I don't approve of my daughter-in- 
law being so much engrossed with a hand- 
some young man, though he is dried up. 
What will become of us when she finds out 
that it is impossible to re-animate him ? 
Will not the blue devils again résume their 
sway ? And, suppose by a miracle, they 
do resuscitate him, are y ou sure she will 
not end by falling in love with him ? I 
must say it was a clever trick of yours, 
Léon, to buy this mummy, and what I call 
money well spent ! " 

On Sunday morning, M. Martout walked 
into the old Professor's, crying victory ! 

This is the answer he had received from 
Paris — 
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" My Dear Combade, 

"I have received your letter, 
and the little pièce of tissue, upon the 
nature of which you wished me to give an 
opinion. 

" It did not take me long to find out 
what it ail meant. I have done things 
much more difficult than this twenty times 
over, as an expert in légal medicine. 

u You might have dispensed with your 
orthodox formula, 'after you have made 
your examination through the microscope 
1 will tell you what it is.' My microscope 
tells me better than you can what you have 
sent me ; you know the f orm and colour 
of certain things : it examines into their 
closest construction, the reason of their 
being, the conditions of life and death, 

" Your fragment of dried tissue, about 
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.as big as my nail, and about as thick, after 
having been placed twenty-four hours 
under a globe, in an atmosphère satu- 
rated with water, at the température of 
the human body, bec^me supple, although 
& little elastic. I was then able to dissect 
it, to study it like a pièce of living flesb, 
placing under the microscope each section 
which appeared to me to be of a différent 
•consistency or colour. 

" I found at first in the centre, a thin 
part, harder and more elastic than the rest, 
and which revealed to me the fluid and 
cells of a cartilage. It was not the carti- 
lage of the nose, nor yet of a joint, but the 
fibrous cartilage of the ear. Therefore, 
you hâve sent me a pièce of an ear, and 
it is not the lower end, the lobe which in 
women is pierced to admit of an ear-ring, 
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but the top part, over which the gristle- 
extends. 

" Inside I detached a pièce of fine skin^ 
in which the microscope demonstrated a 
délicate epidermis, perfectly intact; a 
dermis not less uninjured, with small pa- 
pilla, especially intersected by a multitude 
of hairs and soft human down. Each of 
thèse little hairs had its root planted in its 
follicle, and the follicle accompanied by its 
little gland. 

" I can even tell you more ; thèse downy 
bristles were each from four to five milli- 
mètres long, by three to five thick, which 
is double the length of the délicate down 
which covers the féminine ear, by which I 
conclude that your bit of ear bélouga to a 
man. 

"Against the turned-back edge of the 
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cartilage I found the graceful channelled 
group of the muscle of the hélix so per- 
fectly intact that one would imagine 
they could almost contract themselves. 
Under the skin, and near the muscles, I 
found several small bunches of nerves, 
each composed of eight or ten tubes, of 
winch the marrow was also as intact, and 
homogenous as in nerves extracted from" a 
living animal, or a limb that has just been 
amputated. 

" Are you satisfied now ? Do you cry 
mercy ? Well, I hâve not corne to the end 
of my budget. 

"In the cellular tissue interposiug between 
the cartilage and the gkin, I found small 
arteries, and little veins whose structure 
was perfectly recognisable. They con- 
tained sérum with globules of red blood.. 
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Thèse globules were ail circular, biconcave, 
perfectly regular, they showed neither in- 
dexation, nor that spotted condition which 
cliaracterises the drops of blood belonging 
to a corpse. 

" To wind up, my dear comrade, I dis- 
covered in this fragment a little of eveiy- 
thing that is formed in the body of a man, 
cartilage, muscle, nerve, skin, hair, glands, 
blood and everything in a normal state of 
perf ect health. Theref ore you do not send 
me a fragment from a corpse, but from the 
body of a living man whose tissues and 
humours are in no way decomposed. 

" Yours, &c, 

"Kabl Nibob. 

" Paris, July 30th, 1859." 



CHAPTER IX. 



A GREAT SENSATION IN FONTAINEBLEAU. 

It was soon hinted abroad in the town 
that Dr. Martout and the two Renault» 
intended to resuscitate a man, aided by 
several learned professors from Paris. 

Dr. Martout liad sent a detailed account 
to tlie celebrated Karl Nibor, who lost no 
time iû communicating with the Biological 
Society. A commission was named there 
and then to accompany M. Renault to 
Fontainebleau. 

The six commissioners and a reporter 
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-agreed to leave Paris on the 15th of 
August, only too glad to get away from 
public rejoicings, and they gave notice to 
M. Martout to hâve everything in re^di- 
ness for making the experiment which 
would occupy at least three days. 

Some Paris newspapers announced this 
great event in their gênerai news column, 
but the public gave very little heed to it. 

The solemn entry of the army of Italy at 
that moment exclusively pre-occupied the 
public mind, besides which French people 
as a rule put very little faith in miracles 
promised by the newspapers. 

But at Fontainebleau it was quite another 
matter ; not only Dr. Martout and Mons. 
Renault, but also M. Audret, the architect, 
M. Bonnivet, the lawyer, and ten other 
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big-wigs of the town had seen and touched 
ihe Colonel' s mummy. They had talked of 
it to their f riends, described it in their best 
language, and related his history. Two 
or three copies of M. Meiser's will had been 
passed about from hand to hand. The 
-question of reviviscence was the order of 
the day, and you might hear it discussed 
round the carp-pond as energetically as in 
the Academy of Science. Tardigrades and 
rotifera were the subjects of conversation 
•even in the very market place. 

I must confess the resurrectionists were 
not in the majority ; certain prof essors of 
the Collège, famous for their' paradoxical 
spirit, a few lovers of the marvellous, who 
had had some success in table turning, and 
<a sprinkling of those white-moustached 
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growlers, wlio believe the first Napoléon* & 
death is a story invented by the English, 
formed the principal élément of the gather- 
ing. 

M. Martout had against him not only 
the sceptics, but the large body of believers. 
The first turned him into ridicule, the 
others pronounced him dangerous, sub- 
versive, and inimical to the fundamental 
ideas which form the basis of society. The 
minister of a little church preached covertly 
against thèse Prometheans who aspired ta 
usurp the privilèges of Heaven, but the 
curé of the parish, an excellent and tolérant 
man, did not hesitate to say in five or six 
différent houses that the cure of so hope- 
less a patient as M. Fougas would be a 
proof of the Divine power and mercy. 
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The garrison of Fontainebleau was at 
that time composed of four squadrons of 
Cuirassiers, and the 23rd Régiment of Foot, 
which had distinguished itself at Magenta. 
"When it was known in Colonel Fougas* 
old régiment that that distinguished officer 
might perhaps corne back to this world, 
there was a gênerai excitement. Every 
régiment has its history, and the history 
of the 23rd had been that of Colonel 
Fougas from the month of February, 1811, 
to November, 1813. Every soldier had 
heard read in his barrack-room the follow- 
ing anecdote : — 

"On the 27th August, 1813, at the 
battle of Dresden, the Emperor saw a 
French régiment at the foot of a Russian 
redoubt, which was sweeping it with grape 

VOL. i. L 
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shok On enquiring, he was inf ormed that 
it was the 23rd régiment of the line. * Im- 
possible ! ' he said, * the 23rd would not 
remain stationaiy under fire ; they would 
charge the guns which are decimating 
them.' 

"The 23rd, led by Colonel Fougas, 
charged up the height, bayonetted the 
artillerymen at their guns, and took the 
redoubt." 

The officers and soldiers, justly proud of 
this mémorable exploit, revered in the 
person of Fougas one of the elders of the 
régiment. The idea of his re-appearing 
amongst them, young and living, did not 
seem probable to them, but at any rate it 
was something to possess even his body. 
They ail agreed that he should be buried 
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ut the expense of the régiment after Dr. 
Martout's experiment was over ; and in 
order to give him a tomb worthy of his 
glory, they voted that each man should 
contribute two days* pay. 

Every one who wore an epaulet walked 
in and out of M. Renault' s laboratory, the 
Colonel of Cuirassiers came several times 
in the hopes of meeting Clementina. But 
Léon's betrothed kept away. She was 
happier than woman ever felt before— that 
pretty little Clementina, clouds no longer 
veiled the serenity of her brow. Free from 
ail anxiety, her heart full of hope, she 
adored her beloved Léon, and told him so 
ail day long, she herself had even hastened 
the publication of the banns. 

"Our marriage shall take place," said 
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she, " the day after the Colonel' s resusci- 
tation. I must hâve him as a witness, and 
receive his blessing. It is the least he can 
do for me after ail I hâve done for him. 
Just fancy if it had not been for my per- 
sistance you would hâve sent him to the 
Muséum of the Jardin des Plantes ! I 
shall tell him ail about it, as soon as 
he can hear us, and then he shall eut off 
your ears, sir, in his turn ! Oh, how* I 
love you, Léon ! " 

" But," replied Léon, " why submit my 

happiness to the resuit of an experiment ? 
Ail the necessary formalities hâve been 
gone through, the banns published, the 
announcements posted, no one in the world 
can prevent us from marrying to-morrow, 
and yet you choose to wait until the 19th ! 
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HVhat connection can there be between us 
and the dried up gentleman reposing in that 
box ? He does not belong to your house 
or mine. I hâve ransacked ail the papers 
of your family as far back as the 16th 
génération, and I can find no one of the 
name of Fougas. Therefore it is no grand- 
parent we are expecting at the ceremony — 
who then ? The scandal-mongers of Fon- 
tainebleau prétend that you hâve a weak- 
ness for this fetish of 1813, but I feel sure 
of your heart, and I hope you could never 
love him as much as me. In the mean- 
while, they call me rival of the sleeping 
Colonel in the wood ! " 

" Let the fools chatter," replied Clemen- 
tina, with an angelic smile. " I do not 
prétend to explain my affection for poor 
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Fougas, but that I do like him very much 
is certain. I love him as a father, as a 
brother, if you pref er it, for he is nearly as 
young as myself. When we hâve resus- 
citated him, I shall probably love him as a 
son, but you won't lose anything by it, my 
dear Léon, you hâve your own place in my 
heart, your very own, the very best, and 
no one shall take it from you, not even 
he!" 

This lover' s quarrel, which took place 
so of ten, and always wound up with a kiss r 
was one day interrupted by a visit from the 
Commissary of Police. 

The worthy functionary politely declined 
giving his name and business, but begged 
to see young Kénault by himself. 

" Sir," said he, as soon as they were- 
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alone, " I am perfectly aware of ail the 
respect due to a man of your character and 
position, and I hope you will not view in 
bad part the step which duty alone leads 
me to take." 

Léon opened his eyes very wide and 
awaited the remainder of this discourse. 

" You must understand, sir/* continued 
the Commissary, " that it is a question of 
the burial acts. They are very strict, and 
allow of no exception. The authorities 
might shut their eyes, but the great talk it 
has made, and the position of the deceased, 
not to speak of the religious question, 
oblige us to act — in concert with you, of 
course — " 

Léon understood less and less, and in 
the end it was explained to him in a 
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truly officiai manner, that he ouglit to 
hâve the Colonel's remains carried to the 
cemetery. 

" But, sir," replied the engineer, "if you 
hâve heard of Col. Fougas at ail, you must 
also hâve beeti told that we do not look 
upon him as dead„" 

" Sir," said the Commissary with a 
derisive smile, " every one is at liberty to 
hâve an opinion. But the doctor of the 
parish who had the pleasure of seeing the 
deceased, has given in a report which 
would authorise immédiate inhumation." 

" Well, sir, if Fougas is dead, we hope 
to resuscitate him." 

" We hâve already been told that, sir, 
but for my part I could not believe it." 

"You will believe it when you hâve 
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;seeïi it, and I hope, sir, that it will not be 
long hence." 

" Then I am to understand, sir, you are 
♦doing every thing according to rule ? " 

" I don't quite know, but I suppose 
~before undertaking such a thing, you bave 
X)btained some authorisation ? " 

" From whom ? " 

" Really, sir, you must admit tbat the 
Tesuscitation of a man is an unusual e vent. 
For my part, this is the first time I hâve 
ever heard of such a thing, and the duty 
■of a well regulated police Ls to prevent 
anything outrageous taking place/ 5 

" Corne, sir, if I were to say to you, hère 
is a man who is not dead ; I bave a well 
grounded hope of setting Lira on bis leg3 
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again in three days ; your doctor who holds- 
a contrary opinion, is in error ; would you 
then take upon yourself the responsibility 
of interring Col. Fougas ? " 

" No, certainly not, God forbid that I 
should take the responsibility of anything,. 
but nevertheless, sir, in ordering the burial 
of M. Fougas, I should be in rule, and 
hâve the law on my side. For, af ter ail, by 
what right do you undertake to resuscitate 
a man ? To what country does this f ashion 
belong ? What is the text which authorises- 
you to bring people back to lif e ? 

" Do you know any law that forbids it ?' 
Everything that is not forbidden, is per- 
missible." 

" In the eyes of a ruagistrate, perhaps,. 
but the police ruust f oresee and prevent dis- 
order, and a résurrection, sir, is such an 
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unheard of event that it would not fail ta 
cause great disorder." 

" Tou will admit, at any rate, that it 
would be a lucky disorder ! " 

" There is no such thing as a lucky dis- 
order; consider, besides, the deceased is 
not a nobody. If it had been some vaga- 
bond, or vagrant, one might hâve been 
more lenient. But it is a military man, 
a decorated officer of rank, a man who 
formerly held a high position in the army. 
The army, sir, — we must not interfère 
with the army ! " 

" My good, sir, I meddle with the army 
like the surgeon who heals its wounds. 
It is a matter of giving back a Colonel to 
the army, and you out of a spirit of routine 
would deprive it of a Colonel." 

" I beg of you, sir, don't get so excited 
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and talk so loudly, we might be overheard. 
Be assured that I should go hand in hand 
with you, in anything that you would wish 
to do for the grand and glorious army of 
my country. But hâve you thought of the 
religious question ? " 

" What religious question ? " 

" To tell you the truth, sir (and this is 
quitebetweenourselves), the rest is merely 
an accessory, and we are now coming to 
the délicate point. Certain persons camé 
to me, and made some very judicious 
observations. The very announcement of 
your project has greatly disturbed several 
minds. It is apprehended that the success 
of an experiment of this kind might give a 
blow to the faith, and in fact scandalise 
quiet soûls. For if Colonel Fougas be 
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really dead it is by the will of God. Are 
you not afraid, by resuscitating him, of 
acting contrary to the will of Providence ? " 
" No, sir, for I know that we cannot 
restore Colonel Fougas to life, if God 
wills it otherwise. He allows a man to 
catch a fever, but He also allows a doctor 
to cure him of it. God allowed a brave 
soldier of the Emperor to be seized by 
drunken Russians, condemned as a spy, 
frozen up in a fortress, and dessicated by 
an old German, under a pneumatic machine. 
But I am also allowed to find this unfor- 
tunate in a second-hand shop, and bring 
him to Fontainebleau, where I examine him 
in company of several learned men, and we 
discover almost certain means of restorinz 
him to life. Ail this proves one thing, that 
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<xod is more just, more merciful, and more 
forgiving than those people who make use 
of His name merely to rouse up excite- 
ment." 

" I assure you, my dear sir, I am by no 
means excited. I give in because I think 
your reasons good, and because you are a 
man of some considération in this town. 
I hope, besides, that you are not going to 
blâme me for an interférence, which waô 
considered advisable. I am a functionary, 
sir, and what is a functionary ? A man 
who fills some office. Suppose now that 
officiais make themselves liable to lose 
their appointments, what would remain to 
France ? Nothing, sir, absolutely nothing. 
I hâve the honour to wish you a very good 
morning ! " 
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On the morning of the 13th of August, 
M. Karl Nibor made his appearance at 
M. Kénault's with Dr. Martout, and the 
•commission sent by the Biological Society 
from Paris. As it often happens in pro- 
vincial towns, the appearance of the illus- 
trions professor was a disappointment. 
Mdme. Kénault expected to see him appear, 
if not in a magician's robes of velvet, 
studded with gold stars, at any rate as a 
vénérable old man of extraordinary gravity 
and noble carriage. 

Karl Nibor is a man of médium height, 
very fair and very slight. He may be forty, 
but you would only give him crédit for 
thirty-five. He wears a moustache and 
impérial, is lively, a great talker, agreeable, 
and sufficiently man of the world to please 
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the ladies. But Clementina had no op- 
portunity ofenjoyinghis conversation; her 
aunt had carried her off to Moret, with a 
view of sparing her the anxiety of suspense* 
and the excitement of victory. 
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CHAPTER X. 



HALLELUJAH. 



M. Nibor and his friends having gone 
through thé conventional greetings of 
society, begged to be allowed to see thé 
subject. They had little time to spare, 
and the experiment could not possibly take 
up less than three days. Léon hastened 
to conduct them to the laboratory, and to 
open the three coffins containing the 
Colonel. 

They found the face of the patient in 
very good préservation. M. Nibor de- 
nuded him of his garments, which fell to 

vol. i. ^ 
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pièces like tinder, having been too much 
dried in Professor Meiser's stove. The 
body, laid bare, was pronounced healthy 
and intact. No one dared yet guarantee 
success, but every one was full of hope. 

After the first examination, M. Renault 
placed his laboratory at the disposai of his 
guests. He offered the use of everything 
with a liberality which was not quite free 
from vain-glory. 

In case the aid of electricity might ap- 
pear necessary, he had a large Leyden gal- 
vanic battery and forty éléments of Bunsen 
quite near. M. Nibor smilingly thanked 
him. 

" Keep your tecas^es," said he. " With 
a large bath and a big kettle of boiling 
water we shall hâve ail we need. The 
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♦Colonel* requires nothing but moisture. 
Ail that is needed is the restoration of the 
quantity of water necessaiy for the play of 
the organs. If you happen to hâve a room 
situated so that we can conveniently apply 
a jet of steam we shall be more than satis- 
fied." 

As good luck would hâve it, M. Audret, 
the architect, had constructed next to the 
laboratory a small bath-room, well lighted 
and commodious. The famous steam- 
engine was not far off, and its boiler 
hitherto had only been used to heat the 
water required for the baths of M. and 
Mdme. Renault. 

The Colonel's body was conveyed into 
this room, with ail the care required by its 
fragility. 
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It would not hâve done to break a 
second ear in the hurry of removal. Léon 
ran to light the fire of the boiler, and M. 
Nibor dubbed him stoker on the spot. 

Very soon a jet of warm air penetrated 
through the bath-room, creating round the 
Colonel a moist atmosphère, which they 
gradually and steadily raised until it at- 
tained the température of the human body. 

This state of heat and humidity was kept 
up with the greatest care during twenty- 
four hours. Not a person slept in the 
house. 

The members of the Paris Commission 
camped in the laboratory, Léon attended 
to the fire, M. Renault and M. Martout 
took it in turns to watch the thermo- 
meter. 
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Mme. Renault made tea, coffee, and 
-even punch ; Bridget, who had communi- 
cated in the morning, was praying fervently 
in a corner of her kitchen that this impious 
miracle might not succeed. 

A certain amount of agitation was 
already astir in the town, but it was diffi- 
cult to say whether it was the resuit of the 
Jeté on the 15th, or curiosity as to the 
experiment of the seven learned men from 
Paris. 

On the 16th, at two o'clock, they had 
obtained encouraging results. The skin 
and muscles had regained nearly ail their 
natural suppleness, but the joints were 
still difficult to bend. The sinking in of 
the walls of the stomach and the space be- 
tween the ribs attested that as yet the 
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viscera were far from having absorbed the 
quantity of water which they had lost 
under M. Meiser's hand. 

A bath was prepared, and kept at a 
température of 37£ degrees of beat. They 
let tbe Coloners body lie in it for two 
hours, being careful to pass a soft sponge, 
impregnated with water, constantly over 
his head. 

M. Nibor took him out as soon as the 
skin, which swelled more quickly than the 
other tissues, began to assume a white 
tint, and to wrinkle slightly. They kept 
him till the evening in this damp room, 
where they arrangea an apparatus from 
which fell, at intervais, a soft rain of 37^- 
degrees of heat. A fresh bath was given 
in the evening, and during the night the 
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body was wrapped in flannel, but still 
kept in the same vaporous atmosphère. 

On the morning of the 17th, after a 
third bath, which lasted an hour and a 
half, the f eatures of the face and f orm ot 
the body had recovered their natural 
aspect. Any one would hâve said it was a 
man asleep. 

Five or six enquiring individuals were 
admitted to see him, amongst the number 
the Colonel of the 23rd Begiment of the 
Line. 

In the présence of thèse persons M. 
Nibor successfully moved each joint, to 
show that they had resumed their supple- 
ness. He gently kneaded the limbs, trunk, 
and abdomen, half opened the lips, sepa- 
rated the jaws, which were pretty firmly 
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closed, and saw that the tongue had corne 
back to its usual size and consistency. He 
half opened the eyelids ; the bail of the eye 
was firm and bright. 

"Gentlemen," said the Prof essor, "thèse 
are signs which hâve never deceived. I 
am now certain of success. In a few hours 
you will be able to assist at the first mani- 
festation of life." 

" But," interrupted one of the assistants, 
" why not directly ? " 

" Because the membranes of the eye are 
still a little paler than they should be. But 
those little veins which intersect the whites 
of the eyes hâve already taken a very 
hopeful aspect. The blood is satisfactorily 
re-composed. What is blood ? Red globules 
floating in sérum, or whey. ~ Poor Fougas* 
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sérum was dried up in hîs veins ; the water 
which we hâve introduced gradually, by a 
slow endosmosis, has swollen the albumen 
and the fibrin of the sérum, which has re- 
turned to a liquid state. The red globules 
which dessication had united remained sta- 
tionary, like shipwrecked vessels stranded 
at low water; now they are floating 
again, they thicken, swell themselves out, 
become more circular, detach themselves 
one from the other, and will begin to cir- 
culate in their various channels at the first 
impetus given them by the contraction of 
the heart." 

" It now remains to be seen," said M. 
Renault, " if the heart can be put in 
motion. In a living man, the heart moves 
at the instigation of the brain, transmitted 
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through the nerves. The brain works 
through the impulse of the heart, con- 
veyed by the arteries. The whole forms a 
perf ectly exact circle, out of which there is 
no hope of safety. When neither the heart 
nor the brain work, as in the case of the- 
Colonel, I can hardly see which of the two 
can give the impulsion to the other. Do 
you recollect that scène out of " The Schoot 
for TVives,' where Arnolphus knocks at his 
own door. The valet and the maid, Alain: 
and Georgette, are both in the house. 

" ' Georgette/ cries Alain. 

" ' Well ? ' answered Georgette. 

" ' Open that door/ 

" ' Go yourself.' 

" ' Go you/ 

" ' Faith, I shall not go.' 
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" < Eor I, either/ 

" ' Open it, directly.' 

" * Open it yourself/ 

" And so no one opens it- I am half 
afraid that ve are lïkelv to assîst at a 
similar représentation. The house îs the 
Coloners body; Arnolphus, who wonld 
like to enter, is the vital principle; the 
heart and brain fill the parts of Georgette 
and Alain. One says to the other, ' Open 
there.' * Go yourself,' says the other, and 
the vital principle waits at the door." 

"Sir," said Dr. Xibor, smiling, "you 
forget the end of the scène. Arnolphus 
gets angry, and cries out, ' Whichever of 
you twodoes not open the door shall hâve 
nothing to eat for four days/ upon yrhich 
Alain hastens, and Georgette runs, and the 
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door is opened. Understand, I am only 
speaking thus in order to cany out your 
argument, for tbe word vital principle is in 
direct contradiction to the actual state of 
science. Life will show itself as soon as 
the heart, or the brain, or some other 
portion of the body which bas the power 
to act spontaneously, will hâve absorbed 
the necessary quantity of water which it 
requires. An organised substance has 
properties which are inhérent in it, and 
which manifest themselve3 without the im- 
pulsion of any foreign principle, provided 
they find themselves in certain médium 
conditions. Why do not M. Fougas* 
muscles contract themselves yet ? Why 
does not the tissue of the brain become 
active ? Because they hâve, neither of 
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them, the requisite quantity of moisture. 
There wants, perhaps, half a quart of wator 
in the cup of life. But I sliall be in no 
hurry to fill it ; I am too much afraid of 
breaking it. Before giving another bath 
to our friend, I must again shampoo ail his 
members, and submit them to methodicai 
pressure, so that the serosities of tho 
stomach, the chest and the heart may bo- 
corne perfectly disunited, and able to glido 
smoothly one over the other. You can 
easily understand that the slightest hitch 
in any of thèse régions, or even tho loast 
résistance, would be enough to kill our 
patient at the very moment of his resusci- 
tation." 

Joining precept to practice while speak- 
ing, he kneaded the torso of the Colonel. 
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As there were rather too many spectators 
in the bath room, where it was almost im- 
possible to move, M. Nibor begged them 
to pass into the laboratory. But the 
laboratory was so full, they were obliged 
to take refuge in the drawing-room. The 
Commissioners of the Biological Society 
could hardly find a corner of a table to 
draw up the report. The drawing-room 
itself was crammed with people; so was 
the diniDg-room, and even the courtyard of 
the house. Friends, strangers, unknown 
individuals, ail elbowed each other, and 
waited in silence. The silence of a crowd, 
however, is rather like the roar of the sea. 
Fat Dr. Martout, excessively fussy, 
stemmed the tide of bus^bodies, and 
showed himself from time to time like a 
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galleon bearing important news! Each 
separate word passed from mouth to mouth 
till it reached the street, where at least 
thirty groups of soldiers and citizens were 
moving about. Never had this little Eue 
de la Faisanderie witnessed such a crowd ; 
a passer-by , astonished, stopped and asked — 

" What is the matter ; is it a funeral ? " 

" On the contrary, sir.'* 

" It is a baptism, then ? " 

" Yes, with hot water ! " 

"Abirth?" 

" A resuscitation." 

An elderly judge of the Civil Tribunal 
explained to the judge's substitute the 
legend of old ^Eson, who was boiled in 
Medea's cauldron. 

" It is nearly the same process," said he, 
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" and I could almost believe that the poets 
had maligned the sorceress of Colchis. 
Some fine Latin verses might be made on 
the subject, but I hâve lost my former 
poetieal talent ! 

" * Fabula Medeam cnr crimine carpit inquis ? 
Eeee noyas surgit rediviris JEson ab undis 
Fortior, arnia peteus, juvenili pectore miles,' 

Redivivis is taken in the active sensé ; it 
is a licence, or at least a pièce of boldness» 
Ah, sir, there was a time when I was equal 
to anv audacitv in Latin verse." 

" Corp'ral," said a young soldier of the 
class of 1S59. 

" What is it. Fréminot ? " 

" Is it mie that they are boiling an old 
fellow in a bath, and talking of bringing 
him to lif e again in his ColoneFs uniform ? '* 



COLONEL FOUGÀS. 177 



"True, or not true, subaltern, I hâve 
heard an inkling of the thing." 

" I should think it was a story with- 
out any foundation, with ail respect to 

JOU." 

" Learn, Fréminot, that nothing is im- 
possible to your superiors ! Don't you 
know that dried vegetables, when boiled, 
résume their original and primitive con- 
dition ? " 

" But, corp'ral, if they kept them boil- 
ing for three days, they would fall to 
pièces." 

" Fool ! Why do they call the old ones 
tough as leather ? " 

At noon, the Commissary of Police and 
the Lieutenant of Constabulary pierced 
through the mob, and entered the house. 

vol. i, N 
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Thèse gentlemen lost no time in informing 
M. Renault, senior, that their visit was in 
no wise officiai, but prompted by curiosity. 
They met the Sous-préfet in the corridor; 
also the Major and Bridget, who was loudly 
lamenting that the Government should lend 
ibself to such witchcraft. 

Towards one o'clock, M. Nibor made the 
Colonel take another and more prolongea 
bath, on leaving which the body underwent 
a harder and more complète kneading than 
the first. 

" Now," said the doctor, " we may carry 
M. Fougas into the laboratory in order to 
give his resuscitation ail necessary publi- 
city. It would be better to clothe him, 
but how ? His uniform is ail in tatters." 

" I think," said good M. Renault, " the 
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•Colonel is nearly about my size. I can, 
therefore, lend him some of my clothes. 
Heaven grant he may hâve thé chance of 
wearing thera, but, between ourselves, I 
Lave not much hope." 

Bridget, grumbling ail the while, brought 
everything that was necessary to clothe a 
man from head to f oot ; but even her bad 
temper gave way at the sight of the hand- 
some Colonel. 

"Poor gentleman," cried she; "how 
young, how fair — as white as a little 
chicken! If he should never revive, it 
would be a pity ! " 

There were about forty persons in the 
laboratory when they carried in Fougas. 
M. Nibor, assisted by M. Martout, placed 
Jiim on a sofa, and requested a few moment's 
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perfect silence. At this juncture, Mme. 
Renault begged to know if she might be 
admitted ; they let her in. 

"Madame and gentlemen," saidDr. Nibor,. 
" Life will manifest itself in a few minutes. 
Possibly the muscles may be the first to 
act, and their action may be convulsive,, 
owing to not being yet properly regulated 
by the influence of the nervous System. I 
ought to warn you of this fact, so that in 
case of its happening, you may not feel any 
alarm. I trust, however, that the first 
spontaneous contractions will be produced 
in the fibres of the heart. ' This is what 
happens in the embryo, where the rhythmic 
movements of the heart précède any nervous 
action." 

He then began again a séries of methodic 
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pressure on the lower part of the chest, 
istimulating the skin of the hands, raising 
the eyelids, f eeling the puise, and ausculta- 
ting the région of the heart. 

The attention of the spectators was for 
a moment distracted by a tumult outside. 
A battalion of the 23rd foot were passing 
through the street, headed by their band. 
Whilst the brass instruments of M. Sax 
were vibrating on the windows of the house, 
a sudden colour flushed into the cheeks of 
the Colonel. His eyes, which had remained 
half open, shone with increased brightness. 
At the same moment Dr. Nibor, who was 
still auscultating his chest, exclaimed — 
" I can hear the beating of the heart ! " 
Hardly had he spoken, when the chest 
swelled out with a violent aspiration, the 
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limbs contractée!, the body sat up, and 
there was lieard a cry of " Long live the 
Emperor." 

Then, as if such an effort had exhausted 
ail his energy, Colonel Fougas fell back 
again on the sofa, murmuring, in a faint 
voice — 

" Where am I ? Waiter, the calendar ! " 




CHAPTER XI. 



WHEREIN COLONEL FOUGAS HEARS SOME NEWS 
WHICH WILL APPEAR RATHER OLD TO MY 
READERS. 

Among the group of persons présent at this 
scène, there was not a single one who had 
ever witnessed a resuscitation. I leave 
you to imagine the surprise and jby which 
burst forth in the laboratory. Three 
cheers of applause, mingled with exclama- 
tions, greeted the triumphal success of Dr. 
Nibor. 

The crowd collected in the drawing- 
room, the passages, and court-yard, even 
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into the street, understood by this token 
that the experiment had been successful. 
Nothing could stop them, they burst open 
the doors, surmouiited ail obstacles, upset 
the learned men who tried vainly to bar 
their progress, and at length rushed into 
the laboratory. 

" Gentlemen," cried Dr. Nibor, " do y ou 
wish to kill him ? " 

But he spoke to deaf ears; the most 
overpowering of ail passions — curiosity — 
was urging on the crowd ; each one would 
see at the risk of crushing his neighbour. 
M. Nibor fell ; M. Renault and his son, in 
trying to raise him, were thrown down 
upon him. Mme. Renault, in her turn, 
was sent on her knees by the side of the 
Colonel, and began to scream with ail her 
might. 
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" By Jove ! " cried the Colonel, raising 
himself as if by a spring, " those wretches 
-will sufEocate us if some one does not make 
an end of them." 

His attitude, the fire in his eyes, and, 
above ail, the prestige of the miracle, had 
the effect of clearing a space around him. 
You would hâve thought the wall had 
fallen back, or that the spectators had 
«lipped one inside the other. 

" Out of this, ail of you," cried the 
'Colonel, in his loudest tone of command. 

A concert of exclamations, explanations, 
arguments began around him. He mistook 
it for threats, and, seizing the first chair 
within reach, brandished it like a weapon, 
pushing, striking, upsetting citizens, sol- 
diers, officiais, professors, friends, busy- 
bodies, and police, and finally drove this 
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torrent of humanity into the street, with 
fearful tumult. 

This done, he bolted the door, returned 
to the laboratory, saw three men standing 
over Mme. Renault, and said to the old 
lady in sof tened tones — 

" Well, dame, shall I serve thèse three 
like the rest ? " 

" Heaven forbid ! " cried Mdme. Rénault- 
" It is my hiisband and son, sir, and Dr- 
Nibor, who has just restoredjou to life." 

"Inthat case, praise be to them, old 
lady. Fougas has never been found want- 
ing in gratitude and hospitality. As for 
y ou, my Esculapius, shake hands ! " 

At that moment, he perceived about a 
dozen inquisitive spirits, who had climbed 
up from the pavement and were hanging, 
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on to the Windows of the laboratory. Walk- 
ing straight up to them, he opened the- 
Windows with a quickness which made 
them fall back into the crowd. 

" People," said he, " I hâve floored a 
hundred pandours, who respected neither 
weakness nor sex. For the benefit of any 
one who f eels himself aggrie ved, let me tell 
him I am Colonel Fougas, of the 23rd Ré- 
giment, and- long live the Empèror ! " 

A mixture of applause, cries, laughter, 
and jests greeted this strange allocution. 
Léon Renault hastened out to make ex- 
cuses to ail those to whom he considered 
them due, and invited some of his friends 
to dine that very evening with the ter- 
rible Colonel. Above ail, he did not for- 
get to send a messenger to Clementina. 



188 COLONEL FOUGÀS. 

Fougas, after he had addressed the 
-crowd, turned towards his host with a 
certain amount of swagger, and, striding 
across the chair which had served his pur- 
pose already, he twisted the tip of his 
moustache and said — 

" Now then, let us hâve a little conver- 
sation. It appears I hâve been ill." 

" Very ill." 

" That's strange. I feel as strong as a 
horse, and as hungry as a hunter; and, 
while waiting for dinner, I should hâve no 
objection to a glass of your bitters." 

Mme. Renault went out to give the 
order, and returned immediately. 

" But tell me — where am I ? " continued 
the Colonel. " By ail this paraphernalia, 
I seem to recognise a disciple of TJrania, 



COLONEL FOUGAS. 189* 

perhaps a friend of Monge and Berthollet. 
The amiable expression of your faces 
proves to me that you are not natives 
of this country of sauer kraut. Yes, 
I hâve faith in the beatings of my own 
heart. Friends, we belong to the same 
nation. The kindness of your welcome, 
without any other indication, would 
hâve convinced me that you are French. 
Children of my country, what storm 
has driven you to thèse inhospitable 
shores ? " 

" My dear Colonel," replied M. Nibor, 
" if you will only be reasonable, and not 
ask so many questions at once. Let us 
hâve the pleasure of telling you everything 
quietly and consecutively, for you bave a 
great deal to learn. ,, 
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The Colonel reddened with anger, and 
replied hastily — 

" Then it is not you, my little gentleman, 
who wîll be my instructor." 

A drop of blood f alling on his hand di- 
verted his thoughts for the moment. 

" Hullo, " said he, " am I bleeding ? " 

He quickly raiséd his hand to his ear, and 
said — 

" By Jove ! it is quite true ; but for the 
life of me I can't remember when the ac- 
cident happened." 

" I will just dress it for you, and in a 
day or two it will be ail right again." 

"Don't give yourself the trouble my 
dear Hippocratus, a pinch of gunpowder 
is a sovereign remedy." 

M. Nibor applied himself to dress it in 



i 



COLONEL FOUGAS. 191 

less military fashion, and, during the dis- 
cussion, Léon entered. 

" Ah ! " said he to the doctor, " I seeyou 
are repairing the injury I inflicted." 

" Thunder and lightning ! " cried the 
Colonel, escaping from M. Nibor's hands 
-and seizing Léon by the collar. " It was 
you then, lout, who broke my ear ? " 

Léon was very good-natured, but he lost 
patience, and pushed the man from him 
roughly. 

" Yes, sir," said he, " I did break your 
-ear in pulling it ; and if that little accident 
had not happened, it is very certain that 
you would now be under ground. I saved 
your life af ter having bought you with my 
money when you were not considered 
to be worth twenty-five louis. I hâve 
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passed three days and two nights in keep- 
ing up the fire for your use ; my father 
has supplied you with the very clothes you 
are wearing ; you are in our house. Drink 
the little glass of brandy which Bridget has 
just brought in, but, for God's sake, give up 
calling me lout, addressing my mother as- 
old lady, and throwing our friends out into 
the street, comparing themto pandours ! " 

The Colonel, quite overwhelmed, held 
out his hand to Léon, to M. Renault, and 
the Doctor, gallantly kissed the tips of 
Mme. Rénault's fingers, and swallowed, at 
one gulp, a claret glass filled to the brim 
with brandy, and said, in a voice quiveringf 
with émotion — 

" Kind inmates, forgive the digressions- 
of a quick but generous nature. To con- 
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quer my passion shall, for the future, be 
my study. After having conquered ail the 
nations on earth, how grand to conquer one- 
self ! " 

Having said this, he held out his ear to 
M. Nibor, who finished dressing it. 

" Then," said he, endeavouring to recall 
his recollections, " they did not shoot mo 
after aU ? " 

" No." 

•' And I was not frozen in that tower ? " 

" Not quite ! " 

" Why hâve they taken away my uni- 
form ? Oh, I can guess — I am a prisoner." 

" No, you are quite free." 

" Free ! Longlive the Emperor ! Then 
I must not lose a moment. How many 
miles is it from hère to Dantzic ? " 

vol. I. o 
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" A very long way off." 

" What do you call this paltry town ? " 

" Fontainebleau." 

" Wbat ! Fontainebleau in France ? " 

" Seine-et-Marne. We were just going 
to introduce the Sous-préfet to you, when 
you threw him into the street." 

" What do I care about your Sous-préfet ! 
I hâve a message from the Emperor to 
General Rapp, and I must start this very 
day for Dantzic. God only knows if I shall 
arrive in time ! " 

" My poor Colonel, you would arrive too 
late. Dantzic capitulated. ,, 

" Impossible ! how long ago ? " 

" Nearly forty-six years since." 

" Thunder and lightning ! I don't allow 
any one to — joke with me ! " 
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M. Nibor put an almanack into his 
hand. 

" See for yourself. lt is now the 17th 
of August, 1859 ; you fell asleep in the 
tower of Liebenfeld on the Uth of Novem- 
ber, 1813 ; so that the world has now been 
going on without you for forty-six years ail 
but three months." 

" Twenty-four and forty-six; then I 
must be seventy by your reckoning." 

" Your spirit proves plainly that you are 
still only twenty-four." 

He shrugged his shoulders, tore up the 
calendar, and stamping with his f oot on the 
floor, exclaimed — 

" Your almanack is a humbug." 

M. Renault ran to his book-case, took 
out half a dozen books hap-hazard, and 
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made him read below the titles, thé 
différent dates, 1833, 1847, 1856. 

"Forgive me," said Fougas, burying 
his head in his hands, " what has happened 
Î8 so astonishing. I don't think any other 
man ever went through such an ordeal — I 
am seventy ! " 

Excellent Mme. Renault brought a 
looking-glass from the bath room, and gave • 
it him, saying — 

" Look at yourself." 

Holding the glass in both hands, he was 
becoming absorbed in silently making 
acquaintance with his former self, when an 
organ in the street struck up the air of 
" Partant pour la Syrie," whereupon 
Fougas threw down the glass, crying 
out — 
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" What nonsense you are talking, I hear 
Queen Hortense's song." 

M. Renault explained to him patiently 
while picking up the pièces of broken glass, 
that the pretty song of Queen Hortense 
had become a national and even officiai air, 
that the regimental bands had substituted 
this gentle melody instead of the fierce 
"Marseillaise," and that, strange to- say, 
our soldiers did not fight less well for the 
change. But the Colonel had already 
opened the window, and was calling out to 
the Savoyard — 

" Hère my friend ! a napoléon for you if 
you will tell me the year I am living in." 

The player began to dance as lightly as 
he could, ail the while shaking his musical 
instrument. 
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" Advance to order," cried the Colonel,, 
"and leave that confounded machine in 
peace." 

"A penny, my good master, a little 
penny." 

" I will give y ou not only a penny, but 
a whole napoléon, if you tell me what year 
it is now ? " 

" What fun ! lie ! he ! he ! " 

"If you dont tell me quickly, TU eut 
your ears off ! " 

The Savoyard fled, but came back almost 
immediately, as if he recollected the old 
saying, " nothing venture, nothing hâve." 

" Sir," said he, in a wheedling tone, " we 
are in the year 1859." 

" Good," said Fougas. He put his hand 
into his pocket for his money, but found 
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nothing. Léon saw his embarrassment, 
and threw tweuty francs into the court- 
yard. Before shutting the window, he 
pointed with his finger to the front of a 
pretty little new building, on which the 
Colonel could read plainly enough — 

"AlJDRET, ArCHITECT, 

1859," 

perfectly correct information, and for which 
he did not require to pay twenty francs. 

A little confused Fougas pressed Léon's 
h and, saying — 

" Friend, I will not forget in future that 
confidence is the first duty that gratitude 
owes to humanity, but talk to me of our 
fatherland ! I am standing on the sacred 
soil where I first drew breath, and yet I 
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am ignorant of the destiny of my country. 
France is still the queen of the world, is 
she not ? " 

Certainly," said Léon. 
How is the Emperor ? " 

" Very well." 

" And the Empress ? " 

" Very well, too." 

" And the King of Rome ? " 

"The Prince Impérial? Oh, he is a 
fine child." 

" What do you mean ? a fine child ! and 
yet you hâve the audacity to tell me we 
are now in the year 1859." 

M. Nibor hère interposed to explain in a 
few words that the reigning Sovereign of 
France at the moment was not Napoléon I., 
but Napoléon III. 
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" But then," cried Fougas, " my Emperor 
.musfc be dead ! " 

" It is true." 

" Impossible ! Tell me anything you 
like but that. My Emperor is immortal ! " 

M. Nibor and thé Kénaults, though not 
historians by profession, were obliged to 
give him an abridged history of our country. 
They fetched a big book written by M. de 
Norvins, and finely illustrated by Raffet. 
He only believed the truth when he held 
it in his own hands, and even then could 
not refrain from exclaiming more than 
once — 

" It is impossible ! this cannot be liis- 
tory that you are reading to me, it is a 
romance, written to make soldiers woep. n 

This young man must indeed havo had 
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a strong well-balanced mind to learn in the 
space of three quarters of an hour ail th& 
misfortunes that destiny had distributed 
over eighteen years — from the first abdi- 
cation up to the death of the King of 
Rome. Less fortunate than his former 
companions in arms, there was no interval 
of repose for him between ail thèse terrible 
and repeated shocks which struck to the 
very core of his heart. One might almost 
hâve feared the news would hâve gone 
home like a bullet to its mark, and that 
poor Colonel Fougas would hâve died in 
the first hour of his life. But this athlète 
of a man yielded and bounded back again 
like a spring. He shouted with admiration 
while hearing of the grand battles of the- 
first campaign ; he roared with anguish as- 
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they told him of the departure frora 
Fontainebleau. The return f rom the island 
of Elba cast a gleam of sunshine over his 
handsome face, his heart went out to 
Waterloo with the last army of the Empire,, 
and almost broke there. Then he clenched 
his fists, and muttered between his teeth — 

" If I only had been there at the head of 
the gallant 23rd, Blucher and Wellington 
should hâve seen then ! " 

The invasion, the white flag, the martyr 
of St. Helena, the abject terror of ail 
Europe, the murder of Murât, that idol of 
the cavalry, the death of Ney, of Brune, 
Mouton, Duvernet, and so many other 
great men whom he had known, admired 
and loved, threw him into a succession of 
fits of rage, but never overcame him. In 
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listening to the account of Napoleon's 
death, he swore to eat out the heart of 
England ; the protracted agony of the 
délicate and charming heir of the Empire 
tempted him with a désire to destroy 
Austria. When the drama was ended, and 
the curtain fell upon Schœnbrunn, he 
wiped the tears from his eyes, saying — 

" It is enough, I hâve lived in one 
moment the whole life of a man ; now show 
me a map of France." 

The Colonel began to turn over the leaves 
of an atlas, while M. Renault tried to give 
him a résumé of the events of the restora- 
tion and the monarchy of 1830. But 
Fougas' mind was far away. 

" What does it matter to me," said he, 
" that a hundred chattering deputies put 
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one king in the place of another ? Kings 
indeed, I hâve seen plenty of them on the 
ground! H the Empire had only lasted 
ten years longer, I might hâve treated 
myself to one to brush my boots ! " 

When they placed the atlas bef ore him, 
he exclaimed, at first disdainfnlly — " That 
France ! " But soon there fell two big tears 
of tenderness upon Ardèche and la Gironde. 
He kissed the map, and said with an émotion 
which nearly overcame his listeners — 

" Forgive me, my poor old country, for 
having added insuit to thy misfortunes ï 
Those wretches we licked every where must 
hâve taken advantage of my slumber to 
clip thy frontière ; but large or small, rich 
or poor, thou art my mother, and I love 
thee as a good son should do ! Hère is 
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Corsica, where the giant of our century was 
born. Toulouse, where I first saw the 
light. Nancy, where my heart beat with 
love for the first time, where she whom I 
called my AglaB perhaps awaits me still ! 
France, thou hast a temple in my soûl, this 
arm belongs to thee, and thou shalt find 
me ever ready to shed my last drop of 
blood either to défend or to a venge thee ! " 




CHAPTER XII. 

THE CONVALESCENT* S PIBST MEAL. 

The measenger wbom Léon had sent to 
Moret could not arrive there before seven 
o'clock. Supposing he found the ladies 
atill at table; that the dinner was shortened 
by this great pièce o£ news, and there was 
no delay in getting a carriage, then Clem- 
entina and her aunt would most probably 
be at Fontainebleau between ten and eleven 
o'clock. 

M. Renault' s son was enjoying, in antici- 
pation tho delight of bis betrothed. What 
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a joy for both of them when he should 
présent to her the miraculous mari whom 
she had preserved from the horrors of the 
tomb, and whom he had restored to life at 
her earnest entreaties ! 

Meanwhile Bridget, as happy and proud 
as she had before been anxious and hor- 
rified, was laying the table for twelve 
people. 

Her fellow-servant, a young rustic of 
eighteen, born in the Commune of Sablons , 
gave both hands to the work, and amused 
her with his conversation. 

"So that, Mdlle. Bridget," said he,. 
placing a pile of plates before her, " one 
may say he is like a ghost corne out of his 
box to startle the Commissary and the 
Sous-préfet.' ' 
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" A ghost, if you like, Celestin. It is 
very certain he has corne from a long dis- 
tance, poor young man ; but ghost is hardly 
a proper word to use in speaking of one's 
masters." 

" It is true, then, that he is going to be 
our master, too, that one ! There are more 
and more of them every day. I would far 
rather a few more servants would corne to 
the rescue." 

" Hold your tongue, you lazy hound ! 
When the gentlemen give us a tip on leav- 
ing, you don't complain that we are only 
two to s h are it." 

" Very likely ! I carried more than fifty 
pails of water to simmer your Colonel in, 
and I know very well he will give me 
nothing, for he has not a brass farthing in 

vol. I. p 
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his pockets. Seems as if money was scarce 
in the country he cornes from." 

" They say he is corne in for a fine in- 
heritance, Strasbourg way, from some 
gentleman who left him ail his property." 

"I say, Bridget, you read your little 
book every Sunday, tell us where can this 
Colonel hâve been housed ail the time he 
has been out of the world ? " 

" Why, in purgatory, of course." 

" Then, why don't you ask him for news 
of that everlasting Baptiste, your lover of 
1837, who let himself f ail from the top of a 
house, and for whom you hâve so many 
masses said ? They must hâve met each 
other out there." 

" It is very possible." 

" Unless Baptiste has managed to get out, 
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thanks to the money you hâve been paying 
for him so long." 

"Well, IH go this evening into the 
Colonel's room, and as he gives himself no 
airs, he'll tell me what he knows about it; 
but, Celestin, will you never leave off thèse 
tricks? Look here now, you hâve been 
rubbing my dessert knives again upon the 
knife-board ! " 



The guests arrived, and were shown 
into the room where the Renault family 
awaited them, with M. Nibor and the 
Colonel. 

They introduced, in turn, to the Colonel, 
the Mayor of the town, Doctor Martout, 
Master Bonnivet, the lawyer, M. Audret, 
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and three members of the Paris Commis- 
sion ; the other three had been obliged to 
leave before breakfast. The guests were 
not quite happy in their minds. 

Fougas* first impetuous movement, re- 
sulting in a gênerai issue of grazed shins, 
made them imagine they might be going 
to dine with a lunatic. But curiosity pre- 
vailed over fear, and the Colonel soon re- 
assured them by the most cordial greeting. 
He apologised for having behaved like a 
man from another world. 

He talked a good deal too mùch, per- 
haps — but they were so pleased to hear 
him, and his words gained so much weight 
by the singularity of events, that he ob- 
tained an unmitigated success* 

They told him that Dr. Martout had 
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been one of the principal agents in his re- 
•covery, with another person, whom they 
hoped to be able to introduce to him later. 
He thanked M. Martout warmly, and 
asked if he miglit express bis gratitude to 
the other person. 

" I hope," said Léon, " that you will see 
her to-night." 

They were only waiting for the Colonel 
of the 23rd Foot, M. Eollon, who arrivod, 
not without some little trouble in making 
his way through the crowd of people whicli 
filled the Rue de la Faisanderie. 

He was a man of forty-five, with an 
abrupt manner, and an open countenanco. 
His hair was beginning to turu groy, but 
"his thick moustache, twisted up at tho onda 
was still unchanged. 
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He spoke little, but to the point ; was 
full of information, and did not boast, in 
fact, was a fine type of a colonel. He 
went straight up to Fougas, holding out 
his hand as if to an old acquaintance. 

" My dear comrade," said he, " I hav& 
taken the greatest interest in your resto- 
ration to life, both on my own account and' 
that of the régiment. The 23rd, which I 
hâve the honour to coinmand, respected 
you up to yesterday as an ancestor;. 
from to-day it mil cherish you as a 
friend." 

No allusion whatever to the scène of the- 
previous morning, when M. Eollon had 
been kicked with as little ceremony as the 
rest of them. 

Fougas responded, though rather coldly.. 
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"My dear comrade," said he, "I thank 
you for your kind sentiments. Tt is a 
strange fate that brings me face to face 
with my successor, the very day that I re- 
open my eyes to the light ; for, after ail, 
I am neither deceased nor a gênerai. I 
hâve not exchanged, nor got my retire- 
ment, and yet I see another officer, more 
worthy, no doubt, at the head of my fine 
régiment. However, if your motto is 
' Honour and Courage/ as I know it is, I 
hâve no right to complain, and the régi- 
ment is in good hands." 

Dinner was announced. Mme. Renault 
took Fougas' arm, and made him sit on her 
right hand, and M. Xibor on her left. The 
Colonel and the Mayor seated themselves 
on either side of M. Renault; the other 
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guests indiscriminately, and without cere- 
mony. 

Fougas devoured the soup and the entrées, 
taking twice of each dish, and drinking in 
proportion. Quite an appetite of another 
world ! 

" Esteemed Amphytrion," said he to M. 
Renault, " don't be alarmed at seeing me 
punish your dishes. I hâve always eaten 
like this, excepting during the retreat from 
Russia ; besides, you must remember that 
I went to bed yesterday at Liebenfeld 
without having supped." 

He begged M. Nibor to explain to him 
by what strange concaténation of e vents he 
had corne from Liebenfeld to Fontaine- 
bleau. 

" Do you remember," asked the Doctor, 
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* c an old G erman who acted as interpréter 
for you during the council of war ? " 

" Perf ectly ; a good old f ellow who wore 
a violet wig. I shall remember him ail 
my life — there never could hâve been two 
wigs that colour." 

" Well, then, it was the man in the violet 
wig ; in other words, the celebrated Dr, 
Meiser, who preserved your life." 

" Where is he ? I must throw myself 
into his arms — tell him — " 

" He was upwards of sixty-eight when 
he rendered you that little service, and 
would be in his hundred and fifteenth 
year if he had lived to receive your 
thanks." 

" Then he is no longer alive ! Death 
has cheated him out of my gratitude/ • 
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" As yet you do not know ail you owe- 
him. He left you by his will in 1324, a. 
fortune of 375,000 francs, of which you 
are the lawf ul possessor. Now, as a capital,, 
invested at five per cent., doubles itself 
in fourteen years, thanks to interest and 
compound interest, you possessed in .1836 
a trifle over 750,000 francs, and in 1852 a 
million and a half . If you care to leave 
your f unds still in the hands of M. Nicholas 
Meiser, of Dantzic, that excellent man will 
owe you three millions in 1866 — about 
seven years hence. To-night we will give 
you a copy of the will of your benefactor ;. 
it is a very instructive document, which 
you can meditate upon in your bed." 

"Iwillread it with pleasure," said Colonel 
Fougas, " but money has no value in my 
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eyes. Riches engender idleness. Shall 
I languish in the effeminate indolence of a 
sybarite ? Shall I enervate my sensés on 
a bed of roses ? Never ! The smell of 
powder is far sweeter to me than ail the 
perf urnes of Arabia. Life would hold neither 
charm nor zest for me if I were obliged to 
renounce the exciting clash of arms. And 
the day you hear that Fougas no longer 
marches with his régiment, you may safely 
reply, " then Fougas no longer lives ! " 

He turned to the new Colonel of the 
23rd saying — 

" Tell them, my brave comrade, that the 
luxurious display of wealth is a thousand 
times less sweet than the austère simplicity 
of the soldier! To a colonel especially ! 
Colonels are the kings of the army; a 
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colonel is less than a gênerai, and yet he 
possesses something more. He lives more 
among his soldiers, he pénétrâtes further 
into the intimacy of his troops. He is the 
father, judge, friend of his régiment. The 
future of each of his men is in his hands, 
the colours are kept in his tent; or his 
room. The colonel and the colours are 
not divided — one is the soûl, the other the 
body ! " 

He asked leave from M. Rollon togo 
<and see the standard of the 23rd that he 
mîght embrace it. 

" You shall see it to-morrow morning, ,, 
Teplied the new Colonel, if you will do me 
the honour of breakfasting with me and 
some of my officers. ,, 

He accepted the invitation with delight, 
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and plunged forthwith into a séries of 
questions about pay, strengtb, promotion, 
reserve forces, uniform, full and undress 
equipment, arms, and theory. He under- 
stood in a moment the advantage of a per- 
cussion gun, but it was impossible to ex- 
plain to him a rifled-cannon. Artillery 
was not bis forte; he confessed, never- 
theless, that Napoléon owed more tban one 
of his victories to bis fine artilleiy. 

Whilst Mme. Renault' s innumerable 
disbes were going tbe round of the table, 
Fougas, ail the while keeping his teeth at 
work, was asking what had been the prin- 
cipal wars that year. How many nations 
France had on her hands, and if thev were 
contemplating the conquest of the world ! 

The answers he received, thou^h thev 
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did not satisfy him, still left him some 
Tiope. 

" I did well to turn up," said he, " there 
will be some work y et to be done." 

The war in Africa did not interest him 
much, though the 23rd had gained a large 
share of laurels out there. 

"As a school it is good," said he, " a 
soldier should practise elsewhere than in 
the Tivoli gardens, behind the petticoats 
of the nurses. But why the de vil don't 
they let loose 500,000 men upon England ? 
England is the soûl of the coalition I tell 
y ou that ! " 

What a difficulty it was to make him 
understand the Crimean campaign, where 
the English fought with us side by side ! 

" I can understand," said he, our falling 
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foui of the Russians, they made me eat 
my best liorse. But the English are a 
thousand times worse. If that young man 
(Napoléon III.) does not know it, I must 
tell him. There is no quarter possible 
after what they did at St. Helena ! If I 
had been commander-in-chief in the Crimea, 
I should hâve begun by flooring the Rus- 
sians ; afterwards I should hâve turned 
round upon the English, and flung them 
ail into the sea, which is their natural 
élément ! " 

They gave him some détails of the 
Italian campaign, and he was delighted to 
hear that the 23rd had stormed and taken 
a redoubt under the eyes of Marshal the 
Duke of Solferino. u It is the tradition of 
the régiment," said he, wiping his eyes 
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with his napkin, " tliat thé brave 23rd will 
never fail ; the goddess of victory lias spread 
her wings over it.' ' 

What surprised him though, was, tliat 
so important a war should hâve been so 
quickly ended. It was necessary to inf orm 
him that within the last four years, means 
had been discovered of transporting a hun- 
dred thousand men from one end of Europe 
to the other in four days. 

" Good," said he, " I accept it. What 
astonishes me is, that the Emperor did not 
invent it in 1810, for he had a genius for 
transports, a genius for commissariat, for 
office work, for everything ! But surely the 
Austrians defended themselves, and it can- 
not be possible for you to hâve arrived ai> 
Yienna under three months. ,, 
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" No ! " 

" Then where did you sign the treaty of 
peace ? " 

" At Yilla Franca." 

" At Yilla Franca, is that the capital of 
Austria ? " 

" No, it is a village in Italy." 

" Sir, I don't approve of a treaty of 
peace being signed anywhere but in the 
capital. It is one of our principles, our 
A.B.C., the first paragraph of our theory* 
It seems to me the world has changed very 
much since I left it — but patience ! " 

Hère I am obliged to conf ess that Fougas 
got very drunk at dessert. He had eaten 
and drank like one of Homer's heroes, and 
talked more than ever Cicero did in his 
best days. The fumes of the wine, the 
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smell of the viands, and his own éloquence 
mounted to his brain. He became familiar 
to some, and rude to others, and poured 
forth a torrent of absurdities, sufficient to 
hâve turned forty water mills. His drunk- 
enness, ho wever, had nothing debasing about 
it, it was merely the exubérance of a y outhful, 
ardent, vain-glorious and reckless spirit. 
He proposed five or six toasts : to glory, 
to the extension of our frontiers, the des-» 
truction of the very last Englishman, to 
MdUe. Mars, the star of the French stage, 
to sensibility, that slight but charming bond 
which unités the lover and the object of 
his affections, the father and the son, the 
colonel and his régiment. 

His style, which was a singular mixture 
of familiarity and emphasis, caused more 
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than one of his audience to smile, which 
he perceived with a kind of distrust, and 
now and then asked out loud if thèse people 
were not making fun of him. 

" Bad luck," he exclaimed, " bad luck to 
those who want to make me take a bladdor 
for a lantern ! The lantern would explodo 
like a bomb shell, and scatter death and 
destruction amongst them." 

After such language, there was nothing 
left for him but to roll under tho table, 
and this event was generally oxpected. 
But the Colonel belonged to a génération 
ofrobust men, accustomed to ovory kiml 
ofexcess, as strong to resist tho inroml* 
ofpleasure, as against danger, privation, 
and fatigue. WhenMmo. Renault punluM 
back her chair to intimato thut (limier Wftn 
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over, Fougas rose without effort, gracefully^ 
offered his arm, and conducted his hostess 
înto the drawing-room. He walked a 
little stiffly, and ail of a pièce, but he 
went straight before him, and never once 
stumbled. He took two cups o£ coffee and 
a fair quantity of spirits, after which he 
began to talk away in the most rational 
manner possible. Towards ten o'clock, 
M. Martout having expressed a wish to 
hear his history, he took up a centre posi- 
tion in the midst of the party, reflected 
for a few minutes, and then asked for a 
glass of sugar and water. Everyone sat 
round him, and he launched out into the 
following story, the rather antiquated style 
of which must claim your indulgence. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

HISTOBT OP OOLOXKL FOCGAS, BELATED BT 

HIMSELF. 

"Do not expect me to embellish my story 
with tliose flowers of speech more agrée* 
able than correct, with wLich the imagina- 
tion, bv war of ornament, sometimes be- 

'mm * 

dizens the truth- A soldier and a French- 
man, I am incapable of deceit. Friendship 
interrogates, and frankness shall replr. 

" I was boni of poor, but respectable, 
parents, ai the opening of that gloiioas 
and fertile rear which Clumined the Jeu 
de Paume with the auréola of liberrT. Tik? 
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South was my native country, and the be- 
loved dialect of the troubadours was that 
I lisped in my cradle. My birth cost my 
mother her life. My f ather, humble pos- 
sessor of one field, moistened his bread 
with the sweat of his brow. As you may 
imagine, my first récréations were not 
those of opulence. The round, streaky 
pebbles one picks up on the sea shore, and 
that well-known insect which children love 
to see flutter at the end of a string in a 
state of captive freedom, took the place of 
other playthings. 

" A former minister of the altar, who had; 
enfranchised himself from the sombre 
trammels of fanaticism, and reconciled 
himself to ail the new institutions of France,, 
was my charon and my mentor. He fed 
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me with the strong marrow of the lions of 
Rome and Athens, and his lips distilled in 
my ears the embalmed honey of wisdom. 
Honour be to thee, respectable and learned 
old man, who gave me the first lessons of 
science and the first example of virtue ! 

" Already this atmosphère of glory which 
the genius of a single man, and the valour 
of his people, diffused over the country, 
fired ail my sensés, and caused my youthful 
heart to throb. 

" France, on the verge of a civil war, had, 
as it were, bound together her scattered 
forces, to hurl them against Europe, and 
the worid, startled, if not subdued, gave 
way before the impetus of this overwhelm- 
ing torrent. 

" Whatman, what Frenchman, could hâve 
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heard, unmoved, this écho of victory re- 
verberating from a million of hearts ? 
Almost before I had emerged from child- 
hood, I felt that honour was more precious 
than life. 

" The warlike sound of the drum drew 
tears from my eyes. 

" c And I also/ said I, while following 
the regimental band through the streets of 
Toulon, ' I also will gather laurels, even if 
I déluge them with my blood.' 

"The pale olive branch of peacellooked 
upon with disdain. In vain I heard of the 
peaceful triumphs of the bar, the pacifie 
delights of commerce and finance. I pre- 
ferred the sword to the toga of our Ciceros, 
the flowing robes of our magistrates, the 
curule chair of our legislators, or the 
riches of our Mondors. 
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" One would hâve imagined that I had 
been nursed by Bellona. c Conquer or 
die : ' such was my motto, and yet I was 
barely sixteen at that time ! 

" With what disdain did I listen to tho 
historiés of our Proteuses of politics ; with 
what haughty glances I traced the 
Turcarets of finance, buried in the cushions 
of their magnificent chariots, and driven 
by a liveried automaton, to the boudoir of 
some Aspasia. But only recount the 
prowess of the Knights of the Round Table, 
or, in sonorous rhyme, celebrate the valor- 
ous deeds of the Crusadcrs ; let me but 
corne across a history of one of our modem 
Rolands, reproduced in a military despatch 
by a descendant of Charlemague, and the 
prophétie fire of future battles flashed at 
once from my youthful eyes. 
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" Ah ! it was too trying to hâve to wait r 
and the bit I champed so impatientlyv 
would probably hâve snapped in twain 
had not a father's wisdom cast it aside. 

" * Go,' he said, vainly tryin g to restrain 
his tears, ' thy f ather is not a tyrant, and 
he will not sadden the life he has given 
thee. I had hoped that thy hand would 
hâve closed my eyes, hère, in our cottage 
home; but when patriotism has once spoken^ 
egotism must be silent. For the future,, 
my* prayers will follow thee to the field 
where Mars reaps a harvest of heroes. 
Mayest thou deserve the palm of courage,, 
and show thyself as good a citizen as thon 
hast proved a son/ 

" So saying, he opened his arms. I threw 
myself into them as we mingled our team 
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together, and I promised to return to my 
native hearth as soon as the star of honour 
should hang on my breast. 

" But, alas ! we were never to meet again. 
Fate, which gilded the thread of my exist- 
ance, soon eut his short without pity. A 
stranger closed his eyes whilst I was gain- 
ing my first epaulet at the battle of Jena. 

" Lieutenant at Eylau, cap tain at Wag- 
ram, and decorated by the hand of the 
Emperor himself on the battle field, head 
of a battalion at Almeida, lieutenant-colonel 
at Badajoz, colonel at Moscow, I had 
drained the cup of victory, but had also 
drank of the bitter draught of adversity. 
The icy plains of Russia hâve seen me alone 
with a handful of brave followers, sad rem- 
nant of my régiment, devouring the remains 
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•of my faithful servant which had carried 
me so often, even into the very midst of the 
^nemy 's battalions. Tender and true com- 
panion of my dangers, unshod by accident 
at Smolenska, he devoted Lis mânes to the 
good of his master, and made a rampart of 
his body for my bruised and frozen feet. 

" My tongue refuses to narrate ail our ad- 
ventures during that fatal campaign. Some 
day, perhaps, I may write tliem with a pen 
steeped in tears — tears, that tribu te of 
human weakness. 

" vertakenby the cold seasonin this freez- 
ingzone, without.fire, without bread, with- 
out shoes, without any means of transport, 
deprived of the assistance of Esculapian 
art, harassed by the Cossacks, plundered by 
the peasants, regular vampires, wesaw our 
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silent guns, fallen into tlie hands of the 
enemy, flash death against ourselves. What 
more can I tell you ? The passage of the 
Beresina, the flocking to Wilna, ail the d — d 
— ; but I feel that grief leads me astray, 
and that my words are tinged with the 
bitterness of my recollections. 

" Nature and love lent me short but sweet 
consolations. Recovered from my fatigues,. 
I spent many a happy day in my native 
country, in the peaceful valleys of Nancy. 
Wfrle our phalanxes were arming for now 
combats ; while I rallied round my 
standard three hundred young, but valiant, 
warriors, ail bent upon clearing for their 
descendants the road to honour, a senti- 
ment, hitherto unknown to me, stealthily 
gained a footing in my breast. 
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" Adorned with ail the gifts of Nature, 
enriched by an excellent éducation, the 
young and interesting Clementina had 
scarcely yet emerged from the ignorance 
of childhood to enter on the sweet illusions 
of youth. Eighteen springs comprised her 
life; her parents were in the habit of 
offering to some of the chief officers of the 
Army a hospitality which, though not 
gratuitous, was nevertheless full of cordi- 
ality. To see this young girl, and to love 
her, was with me the affair of a moment. 
Her virgin heart smiled on my passion ; at 
the first expression of my love, I saw the 
blush of modesty fly to her brow. We 
^xchanged vows one lovely evening in June, 
under an arcade, where her happy father 
used to pour out for the thirsty officers the 
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brown beverage of the north. I swore 
that I would marry her, and she promised 
to be mine. Our happiness, unknown to 
the rest of the world, was calm as a 
rivulet whose pure stream is never 
troubled by storms, and which, flowing 
gently through flowery meads, cools and re- 
freshes the woods which protect its modest 
course. 

" A thunderbolt separated us at the very 
moment when tïie law and the church were 
on the point of cementing our sweet ties. 
I was obliged to leave before I could give 
my name to her who had already given me 
ail her heart. I promised to return ; she 
promised to wait for me, and I tore myself, 
bathed in tears, from her arms to fly to 
the laurels of Dresden, and the cypressos 
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of Leipsic. In the interval between the* 
two battles, I received a f ew lines from her* 
'You will soon be a father,' she wrote 
me. Àm I one ? God knows ! Did she 
wait for me ? I firmly believe so. It nmst 
bave been a weary waiting for her by the 
cradle of that child, who would be forty- 
six years old at this moment, and wbo in 
his turn might be my father ! 

' ' Forgive me if I detain you so long with 
this record of misfortune. I wished to 
hâve passed rapidly over this part of my 
lamentable story, but the trials of virtue 
hâve something sweet about them which 
softens the bitterness of grief ! 

Some days after the disasters of Leipsic,, 
the giant of our century sent for me to his 
tent, and said — 
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" ' Colonel, are you man enough to 
traverse four armies ? * 
" ' Yes, sire/ 

" c Alone, and without escort ?' 
< Yes, sire.' 

It is a question of carrying a letter to 
D$ntzic.' 

" c Yes, sire.' 

* 

"' You will deli ver ityourself into General 
Rapp's own hands ? ' 

" ' Yes, sire/ 

" € You may probably be taken prisoner, 
. or killed.' 

" ' Yes, sire.' 

" c For this reason, 1 send two other 
offîcers witli copies of tbe same des- 
patch. There will be three of you; 
the enemy will kill two. The third one 
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will reach safely, and France will be 
saved.' 

" ' Yes, sire.' 

" € The one wlio returns will be General 
of brigade.' 

" ' Yes, sire/ 

" Ail thé détails of this interview, ail 
Napoleon's words, ail thé replies I had the 
honour of addressing to him, are engraven 
on my memory. We ail three started 
separately. Alas ! Not one of us reached 
the goal of his courageous hopes, and to- 
day I learn that France was not saved. 
But when I see doits of historians relating 
that the Emperor omitted to send des- 
patches to General Rapp, I feel inclined 

to eut their , well, the thread of their 

discourse. A prisoner of the Bussians, in 
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a German village, I was lucky enough to 
fall in with an old savant, who gave me 
proof of rare friendship. Who could hâve 
guessed that when I yielded at last to the 
drowsiness of excessive cold in the tower 
of Liebenfeld, that this would not hâve 
been my last sleep ? God is my witness 
that in addressing a last farewell to 
Clementina, I never hoped to see her again. 
Shall I then see you once more, oh, sweet 
and confiding Clementina, the best of 
wives, and probably of mothers ! What do 
I say ? I do see her now ; my eyes do not 
deceive me ! There she is, just as I left 
her ! Clementina, to my arms ! to my 
heart ! What nonsense hâve you been 
chiming into my ears? Napoléon is not 
dead, and the world has not grown forty- 
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six years older, since Clementina is still 
the same ! " 

Léon Rénault's betrothed had just entered 
the room at this moment, and she re- 
mained petrified on being thus accosted by 
the Colonel. 
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